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To the Faculty Committee: 
March 18, 1960 
I request permission to play the role of 
Creon in Mr. Hal Pyke's Graduate Thesis Production 
of' .Jean Anouilh's ttAntigone 11 as partial fulfill-
ment of the requirements for the degree Master 
of' Fine. Arts with a major in Acting. 
Creon will be developed as a sympathetic 
human being who is forced by his job to put 
Antigone to death because she refuses to be saved. 
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PRODUCTION STAFF 
Stage jJ1anager 
Assistant Stage Manager 
Scenic Designer 
Costume Designer 
Lighting Desig'17;13r 
Makeup 
Technical Chief 
TECHNICAL CREW 
Barbara Newhouse 
Katherine Fitzpatrick 
Dominic Poleo 
Frank Childs 
Peter F. Donnelly 
Frank Childs 
Step_hen Cenci 
Dennis Allen, Robert Burns, Stanley Davidson, Fazil Beg, 
Suzanne Houle, Suzanne Volkman, Linda Kilb, Miriam Green-
berg, Carole Kopman, Sheila Ginsberg, Huntington Parker 
CREDITS: Gordon Argo. Mary Rebecca Pyke 
*As partial fulfillment of requirements for the Master of Fine Arts 
degree. 
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ANOUILH' S CREO!f 
In the Jean Anouilh version o~ the Antigone 
legend, Creon is ~irst and foremost a sympathetic 
human being who is forced by his job to order 
Antigone•s death because she will not co-operate 
in his plans to keep her alive. 
As the characters o~ the play are discovered 
in the prologue, Creon is sitting quietly, deep 
in thought. He is obviously tired. The Chorus, 
in his outlining o~ the characters, gives the 
audience the keys to Creonts humanism: nHe loved 
music, bought rare manuscripts, was a kind o~ 
art patron. He would while away whole a~ternoons 
in the antique shops o~ this city o~ Thebes. rt 
But since Oedipus died and Creon had to roll up 
his sleeves, the problems of putting down a rev-
olution and restoring peace and order to Thebes 
have le~t little time to enjoy the beauties o~ 
li~e o~ which Creon is so ~ond. 
Creon's ~irst scene finds him happy; perhaps 
he has just ~inished a co~~ee-break. But as the 
scene progresses, he becomes impatient and ~inally 
irritated with the guard ~or his negligence. It 
ends with Creon determined to have the criminal 
who buried Polynices caught. 
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The forty-five minute middle scene begins 
with Creon's complete disbelief that Antigone, 
his favorite neiee, could be the culprit. He 
gradually realizes it was she, but is determined 
to save her from death. This will, of course, 
depend on to what extent she will follow his 
instructions. Through this beat, he plays the 
role of the favorite uncle. It soon becomes 
apparent, however, that she would rather die 
than look forward to a life-time filled with 
Creon 1 s idea of happiness. Creon 1 s attitude 
changes and he becomes a determined, strong man 
who has a personal goal (that of saving Antigone) 
to be achieved. Up to and through this beat, 
Creon has been playing his secondary action to 
save Antigone. But all of his logic and powers 
of debate are useless: she will not compromise. 
Creon is forced against his will to do his job 
(that of being king) and he shifts into his pri-
mary action of upholding the law of Thebes. 
From the beginning of this beat and throught 
the scEne vnth Haemon and the Chorus, Creon is 
at his strongest. The decision has been made. 
4 
The messenger's speeuh describes the o~f­
stage tragedy of Antigone and Haemon. Creon 
returns ~rom the scene numb. He learns of his 
wife 1 a suicide. He is broken. His family is 
asleep. He is alone. He suddenly realizes 
there is work to be done and he must put aside 
his personal ~eelings in favor of his duty to 
Thebes. He turns to his page for companionship 
and goes off to conduct the weekly cabinet 
meeting. There is work to be done. 
5 
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for the 
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ROLE OF CREON IN JEAN .ANOUILH' S II .ANTI GONE II 
March 16, 1960- J:JO- 6:00 
Most of the time was devoted to blocking rrry first scene with the guard 
and the middle scene with Antigon~. Felt good to be back working with a 
director who gives good, precise stag~ movement. 
March 17, 1960- J;JO - 5:45 
Blocked rrry middle scene after Ismene 1s entrance and my final scene with 
the chorus! Then we started my long· scene with Antigone, working for 
bits, movement, and character relationships~ Enjoy working on this show 
very much because Mr: Pyke is an objective director and I feel more 
secure with objective direction. 
March 19, 1960 - 10:00 - 3:45 
We worked in 210 today and did all three of rrry scenes! I also had dress 
rehearsal on the main stage for Cocteau 's "Antigone II so I was running 
back and forth between the two lt,Antigonesll ~ I had great difficulty just 
I 
reading lines and movement got mixed up several times. I have a habit 
of beginning every sentence on the same pitch, rising up and over, and 
ending every sentence on the same pitch: We tried to overcome this by 
emphasizing certain words and making the average pitch of the voice much 
higher so as to have more flexibility and vocal color. Bit changes were 
also sharpened as a weapon against sameness. 
I had borrowed my interpretation of rrry last scene from Gordon Argo's 
conception of Cocteau's nAntigonell making Creon numb and -vvithout any sho 
of emotion as he listened to the news of the death of his wife. Dis-
covered that the Anouilh Creon must be ulaved as full of the milk of' 
human kindness, playing the role of king when the guards are present, 
"imcle (favorite) when alone with .Antigone, and father when alone with 
Haemon. 
March 21, 1960 - 8:45 - 10:20 
Had a thrilling rehearsal I Worked Haemon 1s last scene 1rith the chorus 
and Creon 1 s last scene with chorus. I had difficulty the first time 
through because we had just had a critique showing of Cocteau's 
tr,Antigone" and since the styles are so radically opposite, there is a 
problem dropping the wooden, emotionless, objective style which Gordon 
Argo is using and suddenly become a real human being with a wide range 
of vocal and emotional pitches. 
Also ran the last half of Crenn 's large scene with Antigone. Things 
happened in this scene which were absolutely frightening. I had always 
considered myself an objective actor and made a definite attempt to 
completely divorce the theatre from life. One evening last week, Judy 
Cohen and I were discussing acting and she mentioned that she is a 
complete believer in subjective acting and, although I was a bit dis-
appointed at the time, I decided that since we had such an emotional, 
close scene together, the basic concept of acting should be the same. 
And itworks for me, too. 
March 22, 1960 - 7:00 - 10:00 
We ran through the long scene between Creon and Antigone. Nothing 
happened. I was tired and just couldn't give the scene anything. For 
the second time through, I turned off one row of those dreadful, 
clinical florescent lights and opened a couple of windows. The scene 
was exciting, filled-with energy, and a real thrill. 
~========~==========================~=============·~~·F==== 
March 23> l960 - 7:00 - 10:00 
Dt~ing the first part of our rehearsal between Antigone and Creon, 
singers from"Threepennytt were in the next room and things were impossibl .• 
We moved to a small, inner room and nothing was right. I was physically 
almost exhausted and just couldn1t make the rehearsal worthvvhile. 
March 24, 1960 - 3:30 - 5:45 
Worked the first three-fourths of the period doing the guard scenes. 
Cleared up some blocking in those, but the guards got the most benefit 
from the rehearsal since it is their scene and they knew their lines, 
which I didn 1 t. Guards were excused and we were going to have a run 
through of the main Antigone-Creon scene. I was again quite tired from 
spending the day running many errands, packing suitcases> and attending 
classes, getting ready to go to New Haven to do Cocteau's "Antigone", 
tomo;rrow. Didn '.t feel I wanted to do the scene at all. Went wonder-
fully t I discovered that I had most of my lines and I also discovered 
many things in the thought process which I hadn 1 t before. We were all 
very encouraged by the afternoon. 
March 28, 1960 - 3:30 - 5:45 
We did the three guard scenes mainly for the first guard. This was the 
first time I had done the scenes without the book. I worked for happi-
ness at the opening with a gradual change into questioning, into irri-
tation, into madness as the news of the burial unfolds. In these scenes 
I am always the king. 
7:00 - 9:15 
We were going to run the middle scene between Antigone and creon, but 
the stage manager pulled out two masks made of brawn paper with only 
small hnl~=>.c: for the ev...e.s... nose and mouth. We were to run the scene 
"#===== 
without benefit of facial expression, trying to find new gestures and 
body attitudes to express emotions and ideas. A lot of things came out 
of the experiment and a few of the gestures are being kept. I felt that 
this run through helped me most vocally. I have a problem making Wlf 
lines sound spontaneous because of a lack of inflection. I found many 
places I could add inflection to give the lines more of a conversational 
quality. Before our second run through .of the scene, I was tempted to 
suggest that it only be a line rehearsal because of the drain the first 
run through had put on us and because I was beginning to get a cold 
which was settling in Wlf throat and moving up to my ears. I did suggest 
however, that we do the scene without trying to put all of the extreme 
emotion we usually had in it. We played it low and very conversationall • 
It was brilliant~ the Creon was sympathetic for the first time and 
Antigone had to really fight against following creonls advice that she 
shoNld live. We had finally hit upon the essence and tone of the scene. 
March 29, 1960 - 3:30 - 4:30 
Worked with the first guard only. It was mostly a line rehearsal for 
me, but trying to set the fact that Creon is a king so that in the long 
scene with Antigone, I can be the uncle and still have the audience 
knowi.J.1.g this is the king playing the role of family man. 
7:30 - lO:JO 
We had a run through in 210 which was our first real rehearsal in that 
room. The steps and ramp on the set presented a problem. For the firsi 
time the whole cast was present and some scenes which had never been 
done in context were quite a jar as they happened. The biggest things 
accomplished in this rehaa;usal were getting a feel of 210 and having a 
chance to begin working on the steps and ramp. 
Several comments were made by people watching the rehearsal. 
1. I tend to be too poetic. 
2. Less gesturing with fists. 
3· Some crosses don't mean anything. 
I conSider these valid and will work to solve the problems. 
March 30, 1960- 7:30.- 11:00 
Mr. Hirsch, Hal's advisor, attended this rehearsal and everything which 
.. we had been aware of and working :for seemed to happen. It was a sur-
prisingly even run through considering the small amount of time we have 
been in rehearsal and fact that we have a whole week be:fore critique. 
I~. Hirsch had several suggestions :for creon and the Antigone-Creon 
middle scene in general. 
1. Creon should be played much younger with a definite childis~ 
quality. 
2. I shouild rehearse in sweatshirt and Levis so that when we get 
to dress rehearsals, it will appear as though he is basically an every-
.day guy upon whom his job and trappings of the job have been super-
imposed against his will. 
3. Bits of the blocking should be changed so as to further present 
Creon's homeiness. He should sit on the end of the desk with both feet 
o:ff the floor. He should sit on the back steps to give a :feeling of 
tiredness and exasperation in his argument with Antigone. 
4. JI4Y speech should be much less cl.ipped and the lyricism wb.ich I 
have a strong tendency to emphasize in a script should be de-emphasized 
with the real objective being to give a definite presentation of the 
ideas in order to play m7 secondary action of saving Antigone. 
Hal discussed these points with us after the rehearsal. I liked the 
blocking suggestions, but I was somewhat upset by the criticism of de-
livery of language and speech. One of the things I liked most about 
this UT.Antigone" was .Anouilh 1s choice of words, combination of words, 
and his wonderful images. It seemed to me that here was an opportunity 
to have beauty in the theatre almost for the sake of beauty. All I 
could see in these suggestions was another "Detective StoryH. Ended 
the evening by agreeing to give all of the suggestions a try tomorrow. 
March 31, 1960 - 4:30 - 5:45 
Had given a great deal of thought to the childish quality Which had 
been mentioned. The more I thought about it, the more upset I became. 
I could see absolutely nothing in the script (in Creon 1 s or the other 
character's speeches) which gave the slightest hint of youth in this 
obviously full mature man. He admits that what he is doing is childish, 
but the irony lies in the fact that Creon is a complete man in everythin 
except this test case. I discussed this with Hal and he mentioned that 
he had gotten no sleep the night before worrying about some of the pro-
blems, I was trying to solve. We tried the childishness and half way 
through Hal stopped us. He had tears in his eyes because it appeared 
as if everything we had worked for had suddenly been lost. I was most 
upset because I was afraid that I couldn 1 t overcome this new idea. The 
remainder of the time was spent trying to give Creon age and wisdom. 
7:30 - 11:00. 
Mr. Kazanoff attended this rehearsal which presented a problem for me 
because I knew that his style of acting was quite different from what I 
have been used to using. The rehearsal went fairly well on a rather 
technical level. Mr. Kazanoff had several suggestions: 
12' 
1. Change the blocking to show more of a real battle of equally 
strong people motivated by equally strong belief in opposing ideals. 
During the first half of our scenej .Antigone shouil.d move away from me 
and I should do everything I can in order to make her listen to my side. 
When the scene shifts and she begins telling me that she is sick of my 
idea of happiness, I should try to get away from her wild verbal lashing • 
2. Creon should be'a man of psychological and physiological 
strength. If there is anytJ:ri_ng weak in the playing of Creon, one sees 
no reason why he shouldn't give in to someone stronger and so all sympat ;y 
is lost for the man when he finally has to put the girl to death. 
~pril 1, 1960 - 3:30 - 5:30 
Had an absolutely fantastic rehearsall Hal whispered to .Antigone to do 
everything she could to get away from me and to me to do everything and 
anything necessary to make the girl pay attention. Every moment was 
magnificent. Even the building and paint crews stopped to watch. we 
were all over the set and 210. Hit upon some excellent pieces of block-
ing. Helped me to be more subjective in my acting until at the end of 
the scene it was as if 210 were Thebes and everything happening was real 
Creon had strength and deter:rnjnation. He knew he was right about life 
and what a man should get out of it. The rehearsal proved to me that 
my approach to acting Which I had been using for ten years and forty-
three plays was wrong. I have begun to change, something which I imaginE 
will take a great deal of time and relearning. 
8:00- 10:45 
Met the boy who is playing the page at the afternoon rehearsal, but 
didn 1 t have a chance to work with him until this evening. It was a re-
wardine: rehearsal. Hal chose bits of the blockine: from the a:fternoon 
I 
I 
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and made them definite. Antigone and I were able to get most of the 
life and emotion into our scene which we had discovered during the pre-
vious rehearsal. It was, for the most part, alive and electric. My 
scene with Haemon is beginning to take shape and work. The whole play 
is beginning to take on a solidity and an air of real excitement and, 
although I realize there are still problems to be worked out, I am ex-
cited and happy with this role as I have never been so before. 
April 2, 1960 - 1:00- 4:30 
Had a straight run through of the play on the set. Something told me 
ahead of time that this rehearsal just wouldn 1 t have the fire that the 
last two or three had had. It didn 1 t. It was an even run through on a 
level of good technical acting. Several nice things did happen, however 
in my scenes with the page that hadn 1 t happened earlier simply because 
we hadn 1 t had that actor to work with. 
April 3, 1960 - 1;00 - 6:30 
Used make-up and my beard for the first time. They helped me a great 
deal to have a more definite idea as to exactly what kind of a man Creon 
really is. I worked every moment I was off stage getting my off-stage 
bit. It worked wonders. In the run through itself, I wasn't feeling 
the emotion in the extreme way that I did during the afternoon rehearsal 
or April 1, but somehow I felt that the audience would feel the emotion 
and involvement we were trying to get across. 
Judy (Antigone) said that for the first time she was satisfied vdth it 
and had only wished this had been an actual performance. 
Worked the scene with Haemon after the run through. George had thought 
of somP. nP-w thing-s he wanted to trv. Hal changed m,y: a:rJQ_roach to the 
J.4 
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scene. I had seen it as a tired, broken Creon just holding on to his 
last breath, but the director saw this as Creon's strongest moment. It 
is that moment of fantastic strength just before death, just before his 
destruction in the off-stage scene at the cave With Antigone and Haemon. 
April 4, 1960- 7:00- 10:45 
Turned out to be a technical rehearsal devoted exclusively to lighting. 
Didn't get to my first line. Had a dress parade and my costume works an, 
fits nicely. 
April 5, 1960 - 7~30 - 10:00 
Since we didn't have a rehearsal for actors yesterday, this rehearsal 
lacked. fire and·vitalj_ty. It was completely lldownu. rtBad dress re-
hearsal-~good opening." 
April 6, 1960 - 7:30 - 9:00 
Critique performance. Everything was wonderful. Audience seemed to be 
with us every moment. I had a critique after the production critique 
with Mr. Kazanoff and Mr. Hirsch. Several suggestions came out of the 
discussion. 
1. Creon has a sense of humor. Use it whenever possible to make 
his final tragedy more poignan·t. 
2. Hold head up at end of final entrance. Dropping it is out of 
character. 
3· More relationship to the page. What does he represent to Creon 
I see him as a companion on salary until the last scene When he becomes 
Creon's last touch with life. 
April 7, 1960- 3:30- 5:45 
Mostly a technical rehearsal for lights. Didn't even run the long scene 
:in hones of keenin~ it _the wav it_waB. Worked in suggestions 2 and 1 
o.f 
~ .... . . 
8, l960 - 4:00- 4:45 and 8:00 ·~ 9:45f ,. · .. · . 
Two smooth, exciting per.fo;rmanQes~ .. Physically anQ. e:riJ.e.t~o.iU.~;u~~~afu~~; 
but worth every minute o.f it. The.· most rewarding experielil,ie.fh.,a:ve ever 
.. . ' : .... ' .• ~ .. ,~.. .. 
had as an actor. 
'· 
The biggest si.ugle th:ing I learned .from this eJq>erience was ·now tp use 
a new p.cting style emphasizing :m.attlralism • 
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December 7, 1959 
To the Faculty Committee: 
I request permission to prepare an Acting 
Book of the role of Konstantin Gavriloviteh 
Treplev in Anton Tchekov' s "The Sea GUll" using 
the translation of Stark Young. 
Tre:plev will be treated as a Tchekovian 
Hamlet who hungers for love and life, but who 
cannot attain his goals without first discovering 
his own identity through winning the love and 
respect of his mother, Madame Arkadin. He fails 
in his attempts at recognition and dies by his 
own hand--an empty, brooding youth. 
19 
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TCHEKHOV AND 11 THE SE:A'· GULL11 
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Dramatic art became so popular in Russia after Gogol 1 s time that in 
1882 Alexander Ostrovsky (1823-1886), the president of the Society of Drama-
tic Authors and Composers, persuaded the Tsar to abolish the government 
monopoly on public stage presentations. The end of that monopoly led to the 
opening of many theatres under private ownership. These latter in turn in-
spired many new playwrights, among them the already renowned novelist, Count 
Leo Tolstoy (1829-1910). Korsh 1s Theatre, Moscow, produced in 1887 Tolstoy 1s 
{ 
maiden play, liThe Power of Darkness,u a moving but grim masterpiece of rural 
life. "/'·~·:;::i 
During the same year another novice, .An:t:ohfPavlovich Chekhov, also made 
his writing debut at Korsh 1 s Theatre. In contrast to Tolstoy, he came of 
peasant stock, His father's father had been a hqrd-working serf Who finally 
had bought the freedom of his family and himself. Anton Chekhov was born on 
January 17, 1860 at Taganrog, an old port on the Black Sea. The severity of 
his father, a grocer, filled his boyhood with so much drudgery that he sub-
sequently stated: "I had no childhood.ll Almost every day after school Chek-
hov was obliged to tend shop until evening. Therefore, despite a weak chest, 
he had to study his lessons in the damp and cold of the grocery. Then to 
increase his misery, the father, an earnest choirmaster, insisted that Anton 
be a boy chanter in the church. Many a night Anton was deprived of proper 
sleep by late choir rehearsal or by the singing of masses befor-e daybreak. 
These childhood rigors helped to develop a tubercular constitution, an un-
usual kindliness, and a skepticism toward religion. 
Chekhov 1s early life was, however, not completely cheerless. He and his 
brothers often attended the Taganrog Theatre. After an evening at the 
theatre, he loved to imitate the actors; he especially delighted his family 
! 
I 
I 
i 
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with his acting of the town governor from Gogol 1 s "The Inspector-General". 
He frequently entertained with skits of his own in which he changed make-up 
and voice so well that even:relatives did not recognize him. Once, dressed 
as a beggar, he called at his uncle 1s door and begged for alms without rais-
ing the slightest suspicion. .All this youthful mimicry sharpened his drama-
tic instincts. 
In 1879 Chekhov moved with his parents to Moscow and entered the medical 
course at the University. He contributed a great deal to the support of his 
family as well as himself by writing humorous fiction for newspapers and 
magazines. He received his doctor 1 s certificate in 1884 and also published 
his first volume. At about the same time he commenced to suffer from fits 
of tubercular coughing. Precarious health forced him gradually to shift his 
vocation from medicine to literature. While he was contentedly writing be-
low stairs, friends used to swarm over his Moscow house. "I positively can't 
live without visitors,tr he often declared. In 1887 he composed by the re-
quest of E. A. Karsh, a Moscow producer, his first serious play, nrvanoru. 
This piece provoked more discussion than enthusiasm, but it definitely fo-
cused Chekhov's attention on the drama. A year later, once more by request, 
he tried his hand at another full-length play, "The Wood Demonn. Its Moscow 
performance, however, won little approbation. Consequently, for the time 
being, he lost interest in playwriting. On the other hand, his tales in the 
same year won the Pushkin Prize. Thereafter, he was recognized as Russia 1 s 
foremost writer of the short story. 
In 1890 a sudden humanitarian impulse moved Chekhov to investigate the 
"place of unbearable sufferings,n the Russian penal settlement on Saghalien 
Island off the Siberian Coast. .After his return he bought a run-down countr) 
estate of six hundred acres near Melikhovo, fifty miles southeast of Moscow. 
There he carried on scientific farming, directed local campaigns against 
famine and cholera, initiated the building of new roads and schools, parti-
cipated in the district census, gave comfort to the neighborhood sick and , 
distressed, kept open house for his numerous acquaintances, and all the while. 
despite more frequent hemorrhages, he continued his literary labors. 
Chekhov 1.s tubercular condition had grown so serious by 1898 that it 
forced him to abandon Melikhovo and settle in the milder climate of the 
Crimea at Yalta. His white stone cottage, surrounded by a garden of roses 
and cherry trees, stood on a promontory overlooking the Black Sea--a perfect 
spot for the nature-loving owner. Here in succeeding years he enjoyed a 
merry-go-round of visitors, including two young literary friends, Maxim 
Groky (1868-1936) and Leonid .Andreyer (1871-1919). Gorky 1s liThe Lower 
Depthsll (1902) and Andreyer 1 s llHe Who Gets Slappedll (1915) are among the out 
standing examples of twentieth century drama - the first, notable for its 
stark realism; the second, for its colorful symbolism. 
In 1898, after Chekhov had gone soutr:, his third long play, liThe Sea Gull" 
met with a great success at the Moscow Art Theatre. A year later the s arne 
troupe scored another triumph with his revision of "The Wood Demonfl, entitle< 
uuncle Vanyau. These stage hits led the Russian Academy of Sciences in Jan-
uary, 1900, to elect Chekhov an honorary member of their select body. Dur-
ing·Eastertide in Yalta he viewed for the first time his own plqrs given by 
the llglorious Art Theatre," as he called it. Fired with a new enthusiasm 
for the stage he completed by fall, "The Three Sisters,n produced at Moscow 
in January, 1901. Thereafter his health grew steadily worse until he could 
carry on almost no literary effort. A feverish outburst of energy, however, 
2 4 
in the autumn of 1903 brought forth his final and best known play, "The 
Cherry Orchard". He insisted on traveling to Moscow and supervising the pre 
parations for its performance, an altogether new procedure for him. The 
opening on the night of his forty-fourth birthday, January 17, 1904, turned 
into a celebration of homage with many speeches and flowers. Ohekhov was so 
ill and exhausted that he could not stand to the end of the ceremonies. In 
desperate search ~or relief he journeyed to Badenweiler, a little spa in the 
Black Forest of Germany. There he died on July 2. 
Ohekov, as an innovator in dr~natic form, exercised an enormous influence 
on the world theatre. His was an entirely new dramatic tradition. The 
Moscow Art Theatre, which did full justice to Chekov's plays, was in turn 
enabled to embark with complete confidence on the road to a radical restate-
ment of stage production. There developed an entirely new school of theatri-
cal realism and it was the production of ''The Sea Gull" which first used 
this new style. 
From the time he was first aware of theatre, Ohekov was extremely dis-
satisfied with the existing forms of drama and stage production. He was 
highly critical of the theatre of his time. This lack of satisfaction: led 
him to try his own hand at play writing, plays that were to be distinguished 
by original creative qualities of dramatic writing. 
With the writing of his first full-length play, "Ivanor 11 in 1887, Ohek-
hov experimented with an original dramatic conception different from the 
traditional methods of realistic drama. His aim was to introduce altogether 
new stage characters as well as at reforming some of the methods used by 
contemporary playwrights, for revealing the psychological traits of their 
characters. 
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"The Wood Demon," written in 1889, found an even stronger attempt to 
discover new forms of dramatic art. He wanted to show, as he himself put it, 
lllife as it really is, 11 and people lias they really are, and not sttltedll. 
His creation was an original psychological~ naturalistic drama. But this 
challengingly original play was badly produced and unanimously condemned by 
the cri-tics who were openly hostile toward the new method of the playwright. 
'lb.ey found Chekov trying "to be original at all c<;>stn. They found his 
aesthetic principles in direct contradiction to the very nature of dramatic 
art. .As the result of the disastrous failure of this play, Chekhov lost in-
terest in the theatre for a long time. 
Chekhov turned to the theatre again only in the middle of the nineties 
when he wrote, "The Sea Gull". By this time ne-vv trends were clearly evident 
in the Russian theatre. There was new theatrical life; chiefly as the result 
of the visits to Russia of the Meiningen company and their producer Kronekj 
the naturalistic style of production was becoming more and more popular. 
Ibsen became known. There was even an interest in Materlinck and plays 
written by the early followers of the symbolistic school were being tried 
out. Chekhov, as can be seen from his letters, watched the growth of the 
new aesthetic trends very carefully and at the same time his own attitude 
towards the art of drama and the theatre in general considerably broadened 
and deepened. 
Neither the plot, nor themain theme of "The Sea Gulllf is based on a 
discussion of social and moral problems as was the case in the earlier plays 
of Chekhov. The main theme deals however, with the crisis in the life of the 
educated classes in Russia, or, at least, of those of its representatives 
who, renouncing all social activities and withdrawing into the world of 
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lrpure 11 art, or shutting themselves up within the narrow confines of their 
own personal experiences, ended up by suffering complete personal bruLkruptcy 
The basic idea of the play is contained in a very simple trloverr plot, 
11 a melancholy tale of a thwarted life, 11 but the enormous significance of the 
play and its original artistic idiosyncracies revolve around the stylisti-
calry new method of expressing the complex and subtle experiences of its 
characters. The main idea which Chekhov expressed in the play is to be 
found in Konstantin 1s speech about the lfold11 theatre, in which he condemns 
the latest plays with their Hsilly scenes and phrases," and lltheir cheap, 
smug, cosy little moral, a moral useful in the home, 11 about a theatre which 
is nothing butHa mass of prejudice and dead convention.u Speaking of the 
new creative manner oi dramatic writing, Konstantin insists that nwe must 
have new forms, t1 and the whole st;y-le of "The Sea Gull", the way in which the 
I play is composed, is merely an unfolding of Konstantin 1 s theme in the new 
(after liThe Wood Demon") example of CUekhov 1 s original art of drama. 
Chekhov began his work on liThe Sea Gull" at the end of 1895. The last 
and widely known text of the play is the result of numerous corrections of 
the original text by Chekhov. The first completed script, of which no copy 
is in existence, was written between the beginning of October and November 2; 
1895. This text was subsequently re-written and sent to the office of the 
censor of plays on March 15, 1896 where it was subjected to a most thorough 
scrutiny. The censor took objection to the passages in Act I and Act III 
which dealt with the intimate relations between Arkadina and Trigorin. 
About these objections of the censor, E. P. Karpov, the producer of the 
Alexandrinsky Theatre, wrote as follows to A. S. Suvorin, famous Russian 
publicist and author: •Yesterday • • • I learnt that the censor had banned 
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the performance of Chekhov 1 s play liThe Sea Gullll. I went at once to see 
Litvinov (head of the Government office dealing with publications). He told 
me that he never thought of banning Chekhov' s play, but merely wanted Chekhov 
lito play downll (his own expression) the son 1 s attitude towards his mother in 
connexionwith her affair with the novelist. Litvinov expressed the view 
that this could be done by toning down here and there lithe son1s much too 
outspoken statements about his mother's extra-marital relations with Trigori 
••• u.t Karpov goes on: 'The !!objectionable passages 11 which Litvinov read 
out to me seemed to me to be as innocent as a babe. 1 (June 14th.) Chekhov 
received the play back with the request 1to amend the passages marked there-
in'~ and immediately sat down to re-write the text. Under compulsion from 
the censorship, he altered a number of sentences in the speeches of Konstan-
tin, Sarin, and Arkadina referring to Arkadina 1 s relations with T.rigorin. 
In addition, Chekhov eliminated in three places all the secondary themes in 
the dialogue which are dealt with adequately in the other episodes of the 
play. 
liThe Sea Gull" first advertised to Russia and to the world Chekhov 1 s 
greatness as a dramatist. Though its triumph took long in the making, none 
has been more important to the modern theater. During the summer of 1895 
Chekhov set to writing a play at the Hpretty lodge 11 in the garden of his 
Melikhovo estate. By November he had finished what he described as !Ia 
comedy ••• with a landscape (a view of a lake), much talk about lite~ature, 
little action, and five tons of love." .A production of the new script, en-
titled Chaika (liThe Sea Gull"), was arranged at the .Alexandrinsky Theater in 
st. Petersburg for the benefit of the popular comedienne Levkeyeva. The 
premiere on October 17, 1896, proved~ to use Chekhov 1s words lla huge failure ' 
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Stupid acting could not enlighten an audience which had come prepared for 
hilarity. Chekhov, llhumiliated and vexed," fled to the country, cherishing 
"The Sea Gull" as his llsick but favorite childll and vowing to write no more 
for the stage. 
At least one spectator, however, the playwright Vladimir Nemirovich-
Danchenko, had viewed liThe Sea Gullll with admiration. When he was awarded 
the prize for the best Russian play 0f 1896, he refused the honor on the 
ground that "The Sea Gull" was 11a new triumph of Russian playwriting." He 
resolved to found a theater where the intimacy, restraint, and symbolism of 
such drama as Ohekhov 1 s could and would be adequately presented. A year 
later he discovered in the actor Constantin Stanislavsky an ideal partner for 
the undertaking. These two men proceeded to organize the Moscow Art Theater. 
They persuaded Ohekhov not only to be a shareholder, but to give to the re-
pertoire liThe Sea GullH. Stanisla-vsky directed its production with great in-
telligence, casting hi~self as the writer Trigorin, and Olga Knipper (who 
three years later married Ohekhov) as the actress Madame Treplev. The open-
ing performance on December 17, 1898, before a tense and overflowing audience 
called forth tremendous applause. Packed houses greeted every showing throug -
out the winter. A friend wrote to Ohekhov tha~ the city had 11literally 
fallen in love with your play.u This enthusiastic reception of "The Sea 
Gull11 vindicated Ohekhov 1 s dramatic genius; at the same time it assured pros-
perity to the Moscow Art Theater. Stanislavsky and his company within a 
decade became the finest acting organization of modern times. When in 1902 
they opened their own specially designed playhouse, they called it the 
Ohekhov Theater and adopted the sea-gull as their emblem to decorate the 
gray stage curtains. 
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Like all of Chekhov 1 s plays liThe Sea Gull" made a tardy appearance on 
the English~speaking stage. The Scottish Repertory Company gave the first 
recorded performance at Glasgow in November, 1909. The tour of the Moscow 
Art llieater through the United States during 1923 introduced TtThe Sea Gullfl 
to .American playgoers. Eva Le Gallienne. in New York, 1929, and the Lunts in 
the same city, 1938, have offered perhaps the most notable presentations of 
this drama in English. 
'Ihe scenes in 1t The Sea Gull It reflect much of the milieu in which Chek-
hov was living at the time of its composition. From his Melikhovo lodge he 
could look through the trees to a large pond. This favorite vista doubtless 
suggested the distant view of a lake featured in the scenery of Acts I and 
II· Outdoor theatricals similar to those of Act I frequently occurred at 
the country manors in the vicinity of Melikhovo. 
The use of a bird as a symbol which underlies and points up the whole 
dramatic action imitates Ibsen r s design in liThe Wild Duckll (1884)-a play 
which Chekhov knew well, for he read the great Norwegian's works with admira-
tion. Certain experiences during his first years at Melikhovo suggested, 
however, the sea gull and the development of its symbolism, even to specific 
situations. One April evening in 1892 he went out shooting with his guest, 
I. I. Levitan, a well-known painter. A snipe, shot in the wing by Levitan, 
fell into a pool and was picked up by Chekhov. Levitan, upset by the sight 
of the wounded snipe, begged Chekhov to hit the bird a mortal blow on the 
head. The latter completed the killing remorsefully and on the next day 
wrote: "There is one beautiful creature in love the less, while two fools 
went home and sat down to supper.u In HThe Sea Gull 11 he depicts the sad 
irony of this very situation by bringing together the innocent, lovely Nina 
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and the self-concerned, thoughtless Trigorin. This 11 man comes by chance, 
sees her, and having nothing better to do, destroys her ••• n (Act II, ll. 
.522-24). 
A second episode connected 'With Levitan provided Chekhov with further 
ideas about bird symbol and plot. The painter was staying at a manor Where 
he fell in love with a lady of the house. Rejected, he attempted to shoot 
himself. The bullet, however, only scratched his temple. The lady, knowing 
Chekhov a physician as well as a friend of Levitan, telegraphed for him to 
come post haste. After Cijekhov 1 s arrival Levitan took his gun, went to the 
near-by lake, and shot a sea gull. He then brought the dead bird and threw 
it at the lady 1 s feet. In nThe Sea Gull11 the young writer Treplev lays a 
dead gull at Nina 1 s feet with the remark, III was so mean as to kill this 
bird todayH (Act II, 11.270-71). Not long afterward he tries, in a fit of 
despair, to shoot himself, but in the attempt he suffers only a minor head 
wound. 
tiThe Sea GuliH contains all the elements Which are characteristic of 
Chekhov' s dramatic pattern. There is the IJsweet country boredomll with II no 
one ever doing anything, everyone airing their theories'' (Act II, 11.146-48); 
the group of intelligentsia who, like the middle-aged Sarin, cannot say much 
more for themselves than ni wanted toll (Act IV,ll.l28-40). Life treats their 
loves and ambitions with ironical perversity. Madame Treplev would imagine 
herself a great actress but a mediocre talent keeps her in the provinces; 
her son aspires to be a playwright but his "decadent rubbishrl meets ridicule 
among family and friends; the young girl Whom Treplev adores, Nina, feels 
love only for the mother's lover, Trigorin. Yet these characters, however 
indecisive;:or.-:frustrated, pursue distinct inner ,lives, which are constantly 
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revealed by the tangential dia;togue peculiar to Chekhov. For example, dur-
ing the lotto game of the fourth act, Madame Treplev chatters on about her 
stage triumphs; her son restlessly moves about with an occasional melancholy 
remark; Dorn and Trigorin engage in desultory and unfelling comment on Trep-
plevts work; Masha, absorbed in the game, calls off the card numbers; and 
Sarin in boredom falls asleep. By such discontinuous talk and action, punct-
uated variously with pauses, snatches of music, gusts of wind; and a watch-
man's tapping, Chekhov creates that delicate archestration of emotions which 
is his unique dramatic attainment. The successive alterations of feeling are 
subtly blended into an almost dreamrlike lyrical movement. 
liThe Sea Gulli' adheres more strictly than Chekhov 1 s later pieces to his 
artistic ideal of doing no more than Hstating a problem correctly.u The 
play throughout keeps implicit the sense of life's comi-tragedy. Tenderly 
and sadly Chekhov smiles at his unheroic figures: the vain and shallow 
actress, the infatuated young woman, the ultra-r&nantic young playwright, 
the jaded man of letters, the dull batconscientious schoolmaster. Immersed 
in their petty but (to them) urgent destinies, they rub against one another 1 E 
sensibilities with the destructive casualness so common in human relation-
ships. The sea gull is, therefore, not merely a figurative counterpart to 
Nina; it is a leitmotif unifying the spiritual and the physical aspects of 
Chekhov's entire drama. By means of an unsurpassed impresionism 11The Sea 
Gullll presents the intricate quilting of joy and heartbreak beneath "Which 
life flows on ceaselessly. 
The Times (1881-1904) 
Industrialism, Socialism, and Liberalism 
Dissatisfaction was the key word up until the 
reign of Alexander III (r.l881-1894). Many intell-
ectuals put on peasant garb- and went preaching 
against the czar among the people, which in most 
cases simply led to their arrest. The Narodniki 
(Fopulists), as this group was called, preached 
a direct transition to socialism, opposing the 
development 'of capitalism in Russia. Strikes 
multipled in the 1870's, and the first revolution-
ary organization of workers appeared. The Narodniki 
were not predominantly noblemen, as were the 
~ecembrists of 1825, but most intellectuals. From 
among them there was formed a terroristic organi-
zation, "the will of the people, 11 whose main efforts 
were concentrated on attempts to assassinate the 
czar. Several unsuccessful attempts on his life 
led the czar to consider further concessions, in 
the shape of a "limited constitutitbn, 11 but before 
this was accomplished Alemander II was assassinated 
by a bomb (March 1881). 
The new czar, Alexander III (Aleksandr 
Aleksandrovich, r. 1881-1894), was determined to 
stem the revolutionary tide. Agricultural workers 
quitting work were made subject to criminal pros-
ecution(l886). Special judges were introduced 
~or the peasantry (1889). ~· L~cal sel~-government 
was curtailed (1890). A wave o~ Jewish programs 
swept the Ukraine (1881), and educational restrict-
ions for Jews were introduced (1887). In most 
non-Russian 
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regions the policy of Russification was intensified, which fostered national 
liberation movements. 
Russiats expansion in Central Asia sharpened relations with England. 
Through a number of treaties, Russia and France entered into an alliance 
(1891-1893) directed against Germaqy. Russia had a treaty with both Austria 
and Germany (1881) and a "special!! treaty with Germany (1887), but econo-
mically the interests of Russia and Germany were clashing more and more. 
Having failed to penetrate the Balkans, the empire tried to direct its amr 
bitions eastward. The trans-Siberian Railroad was begun in 1891. Foreign 
capital was coming into Russia. From 1890 to 1900 foreign investments in 
Russian industry alone increased fourfold, reaching about half a billion 
dollars. The building of railroads was also conducted largely with foreign 
funds. Tariffs were raised (1891) and the gold standard introduced (1897). 
strikes multiplied; the textile strike of 1885 so frightened the government 
that fines levied from industrial workers were made payable not to owners of 
factories but to the government (1886). The revolutionary movement was 
broadening to include the working class. Although the first volume of Karl 
Marxts HCapitalH was translated· into Russian in 1872, only in 1883 was there 
formed by Georgi V. Plekhanov (1856-1918) the first circle of Russian Marxist • 
The first Marxist working class organizations were established ~nth the aid 
of Vladimir I. Lenin (Ulyanov, 1870-1924); and the Russian Social-Democratic 
Labor Party was organized in 1898~ 
Nicholas II (Nikolai Aleksandrovich, r. 1894-1917), the last czar, began 
his reign with a continuation of the expansion in the Pacific area. The 
right to build a railroad through NELDchuria was obtained in 1896, and Port 
Arthur on the China Sea, was taken over in 1898, thus providing Russia with 
a warm~vater port on the Pacific, which was soon' connected by railroad with 
the rest of the empire. Russia's activities on the Pacific led to the 
Anglo-Japanese alliance (1902). Further commercial penetration into Korea 
finally brought the expansionist tendencies of the Russian empire into armed 
conflict in Japan. Early in 1904 the Japanese attacked Ydthout declaring 
war. Port Arthur was blockaded from land and sea; after an 11 months' siege 
the commanding general surrendered. The Baltic fleet sailed all the way to 
the Far East and was annihilated by the Japanese Navy in the Battle of Tsu-
shima Straits. The Russian Army suffered defeat in the battle of Mukden 
(1905). Peace was signed in Portsmouth, N. H., with President Theodore 
Roosevelt acting as mediator. This war was tremendously unpopular in Russia, 
and internal unrest began to rise as soon as it started. 
The economic crisis of the early 1900's had hit the country hard. 
strikes spread not only through industry, but political strikes took hold in 
the universities. In 1901-1902 a general strike in universities embraced 
30,000 students. In an attempt somehow to redirect the movement, the govern-
rrent tried to organize through disguised agents, its own Hconservative 11 
labor unions (1901 and 1902). This, however, soon became known, and the 
disclosure only strengfuhened the revolutionary movement. The peasantry also 
became increasingly active. In 1891-1892 there was wide-spread famine. 
From 1893 to 1900 there were three years with local famines and two years of 
food shortages. In 1901-1902 there was again a famine. Strikers black-
listed by factory owners were wandering through villages and talk:i:gg::to the 
peasants. Wb.enj: on top of all this, came the war with Japan, for which most 
people put the entire blame on the personal ambitions of the czar and his 
courtiers.; the general dissatisfaction and unres.t exploded in the revolu-
tion of 1905. 
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TREPLEV: WHO AM I? 'ltTHA:T AM I? 
Konstantin Gaviloviteh Treplev is a young 
man of twenty-five. He has accomplished nothing 
<wbrDhwhile because of a complete rejection by 
his mother and almost all of the people around 
him. He has neither the self-confidence nor the 
necessary drive to rise above his immediate 
surroundings and become a productive member of 
society. Treplev sees himself as having no talent 
at all. His passport tells him he's a burgher 
(common citizen, having no rank in a graded 
society) of Kiev. He is full of pride and is 
hyper-sensitive to everything with which he comes 
into contact-peOple and nature. 
~-.-
·' 
Treplev is about 5'~'' and of average physical 
attractiveness. He is perhaps slightly chubby 
and full-faced. He would use a straight make-up 
with very little color. He might even add a 
small amount of brown shadow to the eye lids 
and cheeks as the play progress to give the feeling 
that he is losing sleep and the desire to eat and 
is spending many hours a day worrying about his 
future. 
His costume must appear old and slightly 
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worn. It is probably a hand-down which he wears 
at all times as he has nothing else. Sorin, in 
trying to get Arkadina to help the boy in Act III, 
says: "It seems to me the best thing you could do 
would be to let him have a little money. In the 
first place he ought to be able to dress himself 
like other people, and so on. Look how hets worn 
that same old jacket these past three years; he 
runs around· without an overcoat." His clothing 
is probably the style which was worn preceeding 
the present accepted mode of dressing. 
Treplev's main action is to discover: 
1. Who he is. 
2. What he is. 
To accomplish his action, he most first receive 
love on three levels: (in order of importance to 
his life's happiness) 
1. From his mother 
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2. From someone his own age of the opposite 
sex (Nina) 
3. From society (in the form of recognition 
as a W!'iter) 
Treplev is deeply in love with his mother, 
but she does not return his love. In faet, she 
pushes him out of her life whenever possible. She 
is a famous actress who is constantly working to 
retain her youth and beauty. On occasions when 
her son is nea~, Arkadina most admit to forty-
three, but when she is in groups without Treplev, 
she can pretnnd to be thirty-two. A major con-
flict lies in the fact that Treplev see his 
mother's style of theatre as flat pictures of 
decadence in which actors consider themselves 
exalted servants of holy art and humanity. Her 
personal life also upsets Treplev. Her love 
affair with Trigorin (of whom Treplev is insanely 
jealous) is always being gossiped about in the 
papers. Arkadina loved to entertain famous 
people-authors and actors. In this atmosphere, 
Treplev felt completely over~powered even to the 
extent that he could feel the eyes of these 
people "measuring his insignificance. 11 Treplev 
is completely aware of his mother'~ problems in 
regards to youth and beauty and her c:mnsequent 
abandonment of him and discusses them openly 
with Arkadina's brother, Sorin: 
ttMy mother doesn't love me, of course not. 
I shoum.a say not." 
11 Wbat she wants is to live and love and wear 
pretty clothes and here I am, twenty-five years 
old and a perpetual reminder that she's no longer 
young." 
u ••• she hates me. u 
He is also aware of his strong attachment 
with his mother: 
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11 I 1 ove my mother- I 1 ove her very much ..• n 
11 Its just the simple egotism of an ordinary 
mortal, I su~pose, which stirs me up and makes 
me wish I had had someone besides a famous actress 
for a mother and fancy if she had been an ordinary 
woman, I would have been happier.tt 
At the same time, Arkadina is completely 
free in expressing her distaste for her son, both 
to him and to others: 
tti'm sick of him." 
nHe's an unruly, conceited boy.tt 
ui'm vexed to see a young man wasting his 
time. 11 
1n the bandage scene in Act III she calls him: 
''Decadent!" 
nYou are not fit to write. even wretched vaud-
eville. Kiev Eurgher! Sponge;u 
11Beggar! Nonentity! 11 
Konstantin is also hopelessly in Tove with 
Nina, a girl from across the lake. She bas a 
certain fondness for him, but is too aware of his 
lack of fame to ever be really interested in him. 
She is more drawn to Madame Arkadina and Trigorin, 
a famous writer whom Arkadina worships. Treplev 
says in the opening mo_ments of Act I: 
11 I can't live without her. I'm insanely 
happy. My enchantress. My dream. 11 
But she does not return his enthusiasm. 
Instead she criticizes the unlife-like characters 
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in his pl~ys which he de~ends by saying: 
"My characters are not as li~e or as life 
should be, but as I see them in my dreams.u 
Nina meets Trigorin and they goon ~all in 
love with each other. He returns to Moscow and 
she soon follows to try the theatre. She quickly 
discovers she bas no talent, Trigorin grow:s tired 
o~ her, and she escapes to the country. But it 
is too late for Treplev who had been destroyed 
by her running o~~ with Trigorj,.n•;;_ Konstant in can 
no longer trust her and he rejects her overtures. 
Suicide is the only thing that will give ~m his 
~reedom. 
Treplev ~inally gains a ~allowing by society 
in Act IV. Pauline is the ~irst one to give us 
the news: 
11 Nobody ever thought or dreamed that some 
day, Kostya, j'ou-~'d turn out to be a real author. 
But now, t~nk God, the magazines send you money 
~or your stories.u 
Trigorin is more detaiilied and enthusiastic in his 
congratulations: 
"Your admirers send their respects to you. 
In Petersburg and in Moscow, everywhere, there's 
a great deal o~ interest in your work, and they all 
ask me about you. They ask: what is he like, what 
age is he, is he dark or fair? For some reason 
they all think you are no longer young. And nobody 
knows your rea+ name, sinee you always publish 
under a pseud~:n,ym. You're a mystery, like the Man 
in the Iron Mask. n 
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But all is not well. Even though he is read, 
,. 
the quality of his writing is low. Shamreyeff 
remarks: 
n In the papers they often abuse him. tt 
Trigorin adds; 
nHe hasn't any luck. He still can1 t discover 
how to write a style of' his own. There ~s something 
strange, vague, at time even like delirious raving. 
Not a single character that is alive. 11 
It is Dorn who is aware of some inner life 
in Treplevts writings, but even he sees a great 
lacking: 
nwell, I be1ieve in Constantine Gav:r-ilovi tch. 
He has something! He bas something! He thinks in 
images, his stories are bright and full of color, 
I always fee1 them strongly. It's only a pity that 
he's got no definite purpose. He creates impressions, 
never more than that, but· on mere impressions you 
don't go far. Irina Nikolayevna, are you glad 
your son is a writer?n 
And Madame Arkadina 1 s last remark about her son 
while he is alive: 
11 Imagine, I have not read him yet. 
never time. n. Therets 
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THE SEA GULL 
i 
A COMEDY IN FOUR ACTS 
CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY 
(8 Males; 6 Females) 
IRINA NrcoLAYEVNA .ARcADINA, MADAME TREPLEFF, an 
actress 
CoNSTANTINE GAVRILOVITCH TREPLEFF, her son 
PETER NrcoLAYEVITCH SoRIN, her brother · 
NINA MIKHAILOVNA ZARYECHNY, a young girl, the 
. daughter of a wealthy lando'wner 
ILYA AFANASYEVITCH SHAMREYEFF, a retired lieuten-
.. . ~. l ~ 
:- ; loi..-. ~:_:.. ~- --- ~- --
ant, Sarin's steward 
PAULINE ANDREYEVNA, his wife 
MASHA (MARYA ILYINISHNA), his daughter 
BoRis ALEXEYEVITCH TRIGORIN; a literary man 
EuGENE SERGEYEVITCH DoRN, a doctor 
SEMYON SEMYONOVITCH MEDVEDENKO, a schoolmaster 
YACOV, a laborer 
CooK 
Two housemaids. 
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THEATRE PROGRAM 
The Alfred Lunt and Lynn Fontanne production of 
The Sea Gull, presented by The Theatre Guild, Inc., 
opened at the Shubert Theatre, March 28, 1938, with 
the following cast: 
IRINA NrcoLAYEVNA ARcADINA, MADAME TREPLEFF, an 
actress ......................... Lynn Fontanne 
CoNSTANTINE GAVRILOVITCH TREPLEFF, her son 
-Richard Whod_ 
PETER NrcoLAYEVITCH SoRIN, her ·brother, a retired 
Actual State Councillor, officially on a plane with 
Major-general or Rear-admiral . Sydney Greenstreet 
NINA MIKHAILOVNA ZARYECHNY, a yoztng girl, the 
daughter of a wealthy landowner ...... Uta Hagen 
ILYA AFANASYEVITCH SHAMREYEFF, a 1·etired lieutenant, 
Sarin's steward .................. Harold Moffet 
PAULINE ANDREYEVNA, his wife ......... Edith King 
MASHA (MARYA lLYINISHNA), his daughter 
~Margaret Webster 
BoRis A.LExEYEVITCH TRIGORIN, a literary man 
---:-Alfred Lunt 
EuGENE SERGEYEVITCH DoRN, a doctor . John Barclay 
SEMYON SEMYONOVITCH MEDVEDENKO, a schoolmaster 
-0. Z. Whitehead 
YAcov, a laborer ...................... Alan Hewitt 
Coox ••••.••••.•.••..••.••••... S. Thomas Gomez 
{ Jacqueline Paige HousEMAIDS • • • • • • • • • • • · • • • ·' Ernestine De Backer 
The action is laid at Sorin's country place. Between 
the Third and Fourth Acts two years elapse. 
Translated by Stark Young 
Directed by Robert Milton 
Settings and costumes by Robert Edmond Jones 
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Markings Used in the Script 
Major beat change 
Secondary beat change 
Pause 
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1\.CT ONE 
A section of the park on SaRIN's estate. The wide 
avenue leading away from the spectators into the 
depths of the park toward the lake is closed by a 
platform hurriedly put together for private the-
atricals, so that the lake is not seen at all. To left 
and right of the platform there are bushes. A few 
chairs, a small table. 
The sun has just set. On the platform behind the curtain 
are YAcov and other workmen; sounds of cottgh-
ing and hammering are heard. MASHA and MED-
VEDENKO enter on the Left, returning from a walk. 
MEDVEDENKO. Why do you always wear black? 
MASHA. I am in mourning for my life. Pm unhaapy. 
MEDVEDENKO. You unhappy? I can't understan 1t. 
Your health is good, and your father is not rich but he's 
well enough off. My life is much harder to bear than 
yours. I get twen.ty-three roubles a month, and that's 
all, and then out of that the pension fund has to be 
deducted, but I don't wear mourning. 
{They sit down.} 
MASHA. It isn't a question of money. Even a beggar 
can be happy. 
MEDVEDENKO. Yes, theoretically he can, but not when 
you come right down to it. Look at me, with my mother, 
my tvvo sisters and my little brother, and my salary 
twenty-three roubles in all. Well, people have to eat cl.nd 
drink, don't they? Have to have tea and sugar? Hhe 
tobacco? So it just goes round and round. · 
3 
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(A pause.) 
MASE;A. My how close it is ! It must be going to 
storm tonight. All you do is philosophise or talk about 
money. Yon think the worst misery we can have is 
poverty. But I think it's a thousand times easier to go 
ragged and beg for bread than- But you'd never under-
stand that-
So:RIN. For some reason, who knows, my dear boy, 
the country's not my style. Naturally. You can't teach 
an old horse new tricks. Last night I went to bed at ten 
o'clock, and at nine this morning I awoke feeling as if 
my brain stuck to my skull, and so on. (Laughing) And 
then on top of all that I fell asleep after dinner just 
the same. And so now· I'm a wreck, I'm still lost ill a 
nightmare, and all the rest of it. 
\ 
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TREPLEFF. That's true, Uncle, you really TAu 1t to live 
in town. (Sees MASH A and MEDVEDENKO) ook, my 
friends, we'll call you when the play star , but don't 
stay here now. I'll have to ask you to go. 
SoRIN. (To MASHA) Maria Ilyinishna, won't you 
kindly ask your fa ther to leave that dog unchained, to 
stop that howling? All last night again my sister couldn't 
sleep. 
MASHA. You'll have to tell my father yourself. I 
shan't do it, so please don't ask me to. (To MEDVE-
DENKO) Let's go. 
MEDvEDENKO. Then you'll let us know before the play 
starts. 
(MASHA and MEDVEDENKO go out.J 
SoRIN. That just means the dog will howl all night 
again. You see how 'ti s; in the country I have never had 
what I wanted. It used to be I'd get leave for twenty-
eirrht days, say, and come down here to recoup, and so 
on; but they plagued me so with one silly piece of non-
sense after another that the very first day I wanted to 
be out of it. (Laughs) I've always left here with relish. 
W ell, now that I'm retired, I have nowhere to go and all 
the rest of it. Like it-like it not, I live-
y AKOV. We're going for a swim, Constantine Gav-
rilovitch. 
TREPLEFF. So Ion'{ as you are back in ten minutes. 
(Looks at ~is wqtch l We're about to begin. 
YAKOV. es, str. t 
TREPLEFF. Here's your theatre. he curtain, then the 
first wing, then the second wing, and still farther open 
space. No scenery at all. You see what the background is 
-it stretches to the lake and on to the horizon. And the 
curtain will go u'"l at 8 :30, just when f :e moon's rising. 
SoRIN. M~ificent! 
TREPLEFFI !f Nina's late, then, of course, the whole 
effect will_bf spoilt. It's time she were kre now. But her 
father and stepmother watch her so she can hardly get 
I 
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out of the house, it's like t:aping from prison. 
(Straightening his uncle's tie) ncle, your hair and 
beard are rumpled up-ough 't you to have them 
trimmed? 
SoRIN. (Combing his beard) It's the tragedy of my 
life. I always look as if I'd been drunk, even when I 
was young I did-and so on. Women never have I ;ved 
me. (Sits down) Why is lEY. sister in such bad hum r? 
TREPLEFF. Why ?-no red. - its a own ORIN ea -
ous. She's set against me, against t 1e per onnan and 
against my play, because Nina's going to act in t and 
she's not. She's never read my play but she hates it. 
SoRIN. You (Laughing) imagine things, really. 
TREPLEFF. Yes, she's furious because even on this 
little stage it's Nina ;vill have a success and not she. 
(Looks at his watc4t A psycholo~ical case, my mother: 
She's undeniably ta ented, intelligent, capable of sob-
bing over a novel; she recites all of Nekra sov's poetry 
by heart; she nurses ilie sick like an angel but you just 
try praising Duse to her ; Oh, ho! You pra· e nobody but 
her, write about her, rave about her, go into ecstasies 
over her marvelous performance in "La Dame Aux 
Camelias" or in "The Fumes of Life." But all that is a 
drug she can't get in the country, so she's bored and 
cross. We are all her enemies-it's all our fault. And 
then she's superstitious-afraid of iliree candles or 
number thirteen. She's stingy. She's got seventy thou-
sand roubles in an Odessa bank, I know that for a 
fact. But ask her for a loan, she'll burst into tears. 
SoRIN. You've got it into your head your play annoys 
your moilier, and that upsets you, and so forth. Don't 
worry, your other worships the ground you walk on. 
TREPLEFF Pickin etals rom, Loves me 
-loves m not, oves me- oves me not, loves me-
loves me not. (Laughing) You see, my mother doesn't 
love me, of course not. I should say not! What she wants 
is to live, and love, and wear pretty clothes ; and here I 
am twenty-five years old and a perpetual reminder that 
she's no longer young. You see when I'm not there she's 
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only thir~y-two, and when I am she's forty-three--and 
for that she hatl me. She knows too that I refuse to 
admit the theatre She loves the theatre; it seems to her 
that she's worki g for humanity, for holy art. But to 
my thinkin7!:rcr her theatre today is nothing but routine, 
convention hen the curtain goes up, and by artificial 
light in a oom with three walls, these great geniuses, 
these priests of holy art, show how people eat, drink, 
make love, move about and wear their jackets ; when 
they try to fish a moral out of these flat pictures and 
phrases, some sweet little bit anybody could understand 
and any fool take home ; when in a thousand different 
dishes they serve me the same thing over and over, over 
and over, over and over-well, it's then I run and run 
like Maupassant from the Eiffel Tower and all that vul-
garity about to bury him. 
SoRIN. But we can't do without the theatre. 
TREPLEF;,j...ve must have new forflNew forms we 
must have, ••an if we can't get them e' d better have 
nothing at altf H e looks at his watch love my mother 
-llove her. / e;y much-but she le s a senseless life, 
always making a fuss over this novelist, her name for-
ever chucked about in the papers-it disgusts me. It's 
just the simple egotism of an ordinary mortal, I suppose, 
stirring me up sometimes that makes me wish I had 
somebody besides a famous actress for a mother, and 
fancy if shetid been an ordinary woman I'd have 
been happier ncle, can you imagine anything more 
hopeless tha my position is in her house? It used to be 
she'd entertain, all famous people-actors and authorv 
- and among them all I was the only one who was noth-
ing, and they put up wit~e only because I was hr r son 
Who am I ? What am I? left the university in my thir 
year , owing to circumst nces, as they say, for which the 
editors are not responsible; I've no talent at all, not a 
kopeck on me; and according to my passport I am-a 
burgher of Kiev. My father, as you know, was a 
burgher of Kiev, though he was also a famous actor. So 
when these actors and writers of hers bestowed on mt 
--
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their gracious attentions, it seemed to me their eyes 
were measuring my insignificance. I guessed their 
thoughts and felt humiliated. 
SaRIN. By the by, listen, can you please tell me what 
sort of man this novelist is. You see I can't make him 
out. He neve~opens his mouth. 
TREPLEFF. e's an intelligent man, he's simple, apt 
to be melanlOly. Quite decent. He's well under forty 
yet but he's already celebrated, he's had more than 
enough of everything. As for his writings-well, we'll 
say charming, full of talent, but after Tolstoy or Zola, 
of course, a little of Trigorin goes a long way. 
SaRIN. My boy, I'm fond of writers, you know. Once 
there were two things I wanted passionately. To marry 
and to be an author. I never succeeded in doing either. 
It must be pleasant being a minor writer even, and all 
the rest of it. 
TREPLEFF. I hear footsteps. (Embraces his uncle) I 
can't hve without her. Just the sound of her footsteps is 
lovely. (. oi to meet NINA ZARETCHNY as He e t rs 
I'm insanely happy! My enchantress . ; y ream. 
NINA. I'm not late, surely I'm not late. · 
REPLEFF Kissin her hands No, no, no. 
NINA. AI ay worne , was so frightened-! was 
so afraid father wouldn't let me come. But at last he's 
gone out. He went out just now with my stepmother. 
The sky has turned red, the moon will soon be up, and I 
raced the horse, raced him. (Laughs) But I'm so happy. 
(Warmly shaking SaRIN's hand.) 
SORIN. (Laughing) You've been crying, I see by your 
little eyes. That's not fair. 
NINA. That's so. You can see how out of breath I am. 
Do let's hurry. I've got to go in half an hour. I must. 
Don't ask me o stay, my father doesn't know I'm here. 
TREPLEFF. It's time to begin anyhow-I'Il go call 
em. 
SoRIN. I'll go. I'll go this minute. (Begins to sing 
"THE TWO GRENA DIERS," then stops) Once I 
started singing like that and a deputy who was standing 
60 
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by said, "Your Excellency has a very strong voice"-
then he thought awhile and said, "Strong but unpleas-
ant." (Exits, laughing.) 
NINA. My father and his wife won't let me come 
here; they say it's Bohemia. They are fraid I'll go on the 
stage. But I am drawn here to this lake like a sea gull. 
My heart is f ll of you. 
REPLEFF 'IV e're alone. 
NINA. Is · t that some one over there ? 
TREPLEFF. No, nobody. ~Kisses her. ) 
NINA. What kind of tree is that? 
TREPLEFF. It's an elm. 
NINA. Why does it look so dark? 
TREP FF. Because it's evening and everything looks 
ar er on t go away early, please don't. 
NI ~.I must. 
TREPLEFF. But if I should follow you, Nina? I'll stand 
all night m the garden, looking up at your window. 
NINA. Oh, no! You mustn't. The watchman would 
see ypu and Treasure doesn't know you yet, he'd bark. 
TREPLEFF. I love you. 
NINA. Ssh ! 
TREPLEFF ho's that?-You, Yakov? 
AKOV. rom behind stage) Yes, sir. 
TREPLEFF. You must get to your seats, it's time to 
beg-in. The moon's coming up. 
Y AKOV. Yes, sir. 
TREPLEFF. Have you got that methylated spi rit? Is 
the sulphur ready? (To NINA) You see when the red 
eyes appear there must be a smell of sulphur around. 
You'd better go now, everything's ready. Do you feel 
nervous? 
NINA. Yes, awfully. It's not that I'm afraid of your 
mother so much, it's Boris Trigorin terrifies me, acting 
before him, a famous author like him. Tell me, is he 
young? 
TREPLEFF. Yes. 
NINA. Wha marvelous stories he writes ! 
TREPLEFF. C oldl ' I don't know. I don't read them. 
62 
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NINA. It's hard to act in your play. There are no liv-
ing character' in it. 
TREPLEFF.JLiving characters! I must represent life 
not as 1t 1s tnG. not as it should be, but as it appears in 
my dreams! 
NINA. In your play there's no action; it's all recita-
tion. It seems to me a play must have some love in it. 
(They go out by way of the staqe. Enter PAULINE 
ANDREYEVN A and DoRN.) 
PAULINE. It's getting damp, go back and put on your 
galoshes. 
DoRN. I'm hot. 
PAULINE. You don't take any care of yourself and it's 
just contrariness. You're a doctor and know very well 
how bad damp air is for you, but you like to make me 
miserable. You sat out on that terrace all last evening 
on purpose. 
DaRN. (Sings low) Oh, never say that I-
PAULINE. You were so enchanted by Madame Area-
dina's conversation you didn't even notice the cold. You 
may as well own up-she charms you. 
DaRN. I'm fifty-five. 
PAULINE. Fiddlesticks ! What's that for a man, it's 
not old. You're still young enough looking-women still 
like you. 
DaRN. (Gently) Tell me, what is it you want? 
PAULINE. Before an actress you are all ready to kiss 
the ground. All of you! 
DaRN. (Sings low) Once more I stand before thee--
If society does make a fuss over actors, treats them 
differently from, say shopkeepers-it's only right and 
natural. That's ·the pursuit of the ideal. 
PAULINE. Women have always fallen in love with you 
and hung on your neck. Is that the pursuit of the ideal 
too? 
DaRN. (Shrugs his shoulders) Why? In the relations 
women have had with me there has been a great deal that 
64 
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ACT I THE SEA GULL II 
was :fine. What they chiefly loved in me was the fact 
that I was a first-class doctor for childbirths. Ten or fif-
teen years ago, you remember, I was the only decent 
accoucheur they had in all this part of the country. Be-
sides, I've always been an honorable man. 
PAULINE. (Clasping his hand) My dear! 
DaRN. Ssh-here they come ! 
(Enter MADAME ARCADINA on SaRIN's ann, TRIGOlUN, 
S:a:AMREYEFF, MEDVEDENKO~ and MASHA.) 
SE:AMREYEFF. In '73 at the Poltava Fair-pure de-
light-I can assure you she was magnificent, ah, mag-
nificent! Pure delight! But tell me if you lmow where 
Chadin, Paul Semyonovitch, the comedian, is now? 
Take his Raspluyef-'twas better than Sadovsky's, I can 
assure you, most esteemed lady. But what's become of 
him? 
ARcADINA. You keep asking me about someone be-
fore the flood-how should I lmow? (Sits down.) 
SHAMREYEFF. Ah (Si.qhs) Paulie Chadin! Nobody 
like that now. The stage is not what it was, Irina Niko-
layevna, ah no! In those days there were mighty oaks, 
now we have nothing but stumps. 
DORN. There are not many brilliant talents nowadays, 
it's true, but the general average of the acting is much 
higher. . 
SE:AMREYEFF. I can't agree with you there. However, 
that's a matter of taste, De gustibus aut bene, aut nihil. 
(TREPLEFF comes out from behind the stage.) 
ARcADINA. My dear son, when does it begin? 
TREPLEFF. Please be patient. It's only a moment. 
ARCADINA: (Reciting from Hamlet) My son! 
"Thou turnst mine eyes into my very soul, 
And there I see such black and grained spots 
As will not leave their tinct." 
TREPLEFF. (Paraphrasing from Hamlet) Nay, but to 
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~o- ---live in wickedness, seek love in the de ths of sin- Be-
hind the stage a orn blows~) iLadies and gentlem , we 
begin! I beg your attention. (A pmtse.) I bl:. n. Tap-
ping the floor with a stick. n a lo~td voice) a <en ye 
mists, out of ancient time, that drift by ni t over the 
bosom of this lake, darken our eyes with sleep and in 
our dream show us what will be in 200,000 years. 
SoRIN. In 200,000 years nothing will be. 
TREPLEFF .• Then let them present to us that nothing. 
ARCADIN A. Let them. We are asleep. 
(The curtain rises. Vista opens across the lake. Low 
on the horizon the moon hangs, reflected in the 
water. NINA ZARETCHNY all in white, seated on a 
rock.) 
NINA. Men and beasts, lions, eagles and partridges, 
antlered deer, mute fishes dwelling in the water, star-
fish and small creatures invisible to the eye-these and 
all life have run their sad course and are no more. 
Thousands of creatures have come and gone since there 
was life on the earth. Vainly now the pallid moon doth 
light her lamp. I n the meadows the cranes wake and cry 
no longer ; and the beetles' hum is silent in the linden 
groves. Cold, cold, cold. Empty, empty, empty ! Terrible, 
terrible, terrible. (A pause.) Living bodies have 
crumbled to dust, and Eternal Matter has changed them 
into stones and water and clouds and there is one soul of 
many souls. I am that soul of the world.-In me the soul 
of Alexander the Great, of Cresar, of Shakespeare, of 
Napoleon and of the lowest worm. The mind of man 
and the brute's instinct mingle in me. I remember all, all, 
and in me lives each several life again. 
(The will-a' -the-wisps appear.) 
ARCADINA. (In a stage whisper) ·We're in for some-
thing decadent. 
TREPLEFF. (Imploring and reproaching) Mother! 
II 
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NINA. I am alone. Once in a hundred years I open my 
lips to speak, and in this void my sad echo is unheard. 
And you, pale fires, you do not hear me. . .. Before 
daybreak the putrid marsh begets you, and you wander 
until sunrise, but without thought, without will, without 
the throb of life. For fear life should spring in you the 
father of eternal matter, the Devil, causes every instant 
in you, as in stones and in water, an interchange of the 
atoms, and you are changing endlessly. I, only, the 
world's soul, remain unchanged and am eternal. (A 
pause) I am like a prisoner cast into a deep, empty 
well, and know not where I am nor what awaits me. One 
thing only is not hidden from me: in the stubborn, sav-
age fight with the devil, the principle of material forces, 
I am destined to conquer; and when that has been, mat-
ter and spirit shall be made one in the shadow of my 
soul forever. And lo, the kingdom of universal will is at 
hand. But that cannot be before long centuries of the 
moon, the shining dog star, and tl1e earth, have run to 
dust. And till that time horror shall be, horror, horror, 
horror? (A pause; upon the background of the lake ap-
pear two red s{Jots.) Behold, my mighty adversary, the 
Devil, approaches. I see his awful, blood-red eyes. 
ARCADIN A. I smell sulphur, is that necessary? 
TREPLEFF. Yes, it is. 
ARcADINA. Oh, I see (Laughing)-it's a stage effect! 
TREPLEFF. Mother! 
NINA. But wtthout man he is lost~ 
PAULINE. (To DoRN) You're taking your hat off. Put 
it on, you'll catch cold. 
ARCADIN A. The doctor has taken off his hat to the 
De.v.i h r f Et r al Matter? 
TREPLEFF. (Blaz:nq up, in a loud vatce T he pfay's 
over! That's enough! Curtain! 
ARCADIN A. \~hy are you angry ? 
TREPLEFF. That's enough. Curtain! Drop the curtain I 
(Stamtnnq hts foot~ Curtain! (The curtain falls . ) You 
must excuse me! I on't know how it was but I forgot 
somehow that only a chosen few can write plays and act 
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them. I was infringing on a monopoly- My-I- (lin-
stead of saying more he makes a of having done 
with it and · 
SaRIN. Irina, my dear, you mustn't treat a young man's 
pride like that. 
1\RcADIN.A. Now what have I said? 
SaRIN. Y u've hurt his feelin s. 
lARcADIN.A. But he told us ef ehand it was all in 
fun, that's the way I took it-of course. 
SaRIN. Just the same-
ARCADINA. And now it appears he's produced a 
masterpiece. Well, I declare ! Evidently he had no in-
tention of amusing us, not at all; he got up this per-
formance and fumigated us with sulphur to demonstrate 
to us how plays should be written and what's worth act-
ing in .. J'm sick of him. Nobody could stand his everlast-
ing digs and outburstt\ He's an unruly, conceited boy. 
SoRIN. He was only hoping to give you some pleasure. 
ARcADINA. Yes? I notice he didn't. choose some 
familiar sort of play, but forced his own decadent rav-
ing on us. I can listen to raving. I don't ·mind listening 
to it, so long as I'm not asked to take it seriously; but 
this of his is not like that. Not at all, it's introducing us 
to a new epoch in art, inaugurating a new era in art. But 
to my mind it's not new forms or epochs, it's simply bad 
temper. · 
TRIGORIN. Every one writes as he wants to and as he 
can. 
AR_CADINA. Well, let him write as he wants to and as 
he can, so long as he leaves me out of it. 
DaRN. Great Jove angry is no longer Jove. 
A;RCADINA. I'm not Jove, I'm a woman. (Lighting a 
cigarette) I'm not angry-I'm merely vexed to see a 
young man wasting his time so. I didn't mean to hurt 
him. 
MEDVEDENKO. Nobody has any grounds for separat-
ing matter from spirit, for it may be this very spirit 
itself is a union of material atoms. (E%citedly, to TRIG'-
; 
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ORIN) You know, somebody ought to put in a play, and 
then act on the stage, how we poor schoolmasters live. 
It's a hard, hard life. 
ARCADINA. That's so, but we shan't talk of plays1or atoms. The evening is so lovely. Listen-they're singing! 
(Pausing to listen) How good it is! 
PAULINE. It's on the other side of the lake. 
(A pause.) 
ARCADINA. Sit down by me here. (To TRIGORIN) You 
know, ten or fifteen years ago we had music on this lake 
every night almost. There were six big country houses 
then around the shore; and it was all laughter, noise, 
shooting and lovemaking-making love without end. The 
jeune premier and the idol of all six houses was our 
friend here, I must present (Nods toward DoRN) Doc-
tor Eugene Sergeyevitch. He's charming now, but then 
he was irresistible. Why did I hurt my poor boy's feel-
ings? J'm worried about him. {Calls) Kostya! Son~ Ftos~al 1 
MASHA. I'll go look for him. 
ARCADIN A. \iV ould you, my dear? 
MASHA. (Calling) Ah-oo! Constantine .. Ah-oo! (She 
goes out.) 
NINA. (Coming from behind the stage) Evidently 
we're not going on, so I may as well come out. Good 
evening! (Kisses MADAME ARCADINA and PAULINE 
ANDREYEVNA.) 
SoRIN. Bravo! Bravo! 
ARcADINA. Bravo! Bravo! We were all enchanted. 
With such looks and such a lovely voice, it's a sin for 
you to stay here in the country. You have talent indeed. 
Do you hear? You owe it to yourself to go on the stage. 
NINA. Oh, that's my dream. (Sighing) But it will 
never come true .. 
ARCADINA. Who can tell? Let me present Boris Alexe-
yevitch Trigorin. 
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NINA. Oh, I'm so glad- (Much embarrassed) I'm 
always reading your-
ARcADINA. (Drawing NINA down beside her) Don't 
be shy, dear. He may be a famous author, but his heart's 
quite simple. Look, he's embarrassed too. 
DoRN. I suppose we may raise the curtain now. This 
way it's frightening. · 
SHAMREYEFF. (Loudly) Yakov, my man, raise the 
curtain! 
(The curtain ~s raised.) 
NINA. (To TRIGORIN) It's a strange play, isn't it? 
TRIGORIN. I didn't understand a word of it. How-
ever, I enjoyed watching it. You acted with so much 
sincerity, and the scenery wa's so lovely. (A pause) I 
dare say there are quantities of fish in this lake. 
NINA. Yes. 
TRIGORIN. I love fishing. I can thtnk of no greater 
pleasure than to sit along towards evening by the water 
and watch a float. 
NINA. But, I'd have thought that for any one who had 
tasted the joy of creation, no other pleasures could exist. 
ARCADINA. (Lmtghing) Don't talk like that. When 
people make him pretty speeches he simply crumples up. 
SHAMREYEFF. I remember one evening at the Opera 
in Moscow when the celebrated Silva was singing, how 
delighted we were when he took low C. Imagine our 
surprise-it so happened the bass from our church choir 
was there and all at once we heard "Bravo Silva" from 
the gallery a whole octave lower-like this-"Bravo 
Silva." The audience was thunderstruck. 
(A pause.) 
DoRN. The angel of silence is flying over us. 
NINA. Oh, I must go. Goodbye. 
ARcADINA. "Where to? "'Where so early? We won't 
allow it. 
NrNA. Papa is waiting for me. 
ACT I THE SEA GULL 
ARCADINA. What a man, really! (Kissing her) Well, 
there's no help for it. It's too sad losing you. · 
NINA. If you only knew how I don't want to g-o. 
ARCADINA. Somebody must see-you home, child. 
NINA. (Frightened) Oh, no, no. 
SaRIN. (Imploring her) Don't go. 
NINA. I must, Peter Nicolayevitch. 
SaRIN. Stay an hour more, and so on. Come now, 
really! 
NINA. (Hesitating with tears in her eyes) I can't. 
(She shakes hands and hurries out.) 
ARCADINA. Now there's a really poor, unfortunate 
g-irl. They say her mother when she died willed the hus-
band all her immense fortune, everything to the very 
last kopeck, and now this little girl is left with nothing, 
since her father has already willed everything he has to 
the second wife. That's shocking. , 
DaRN. Yes, her papa is rather a beast, I must grant 
him that. 
SoRIN. (R~~bbing his hands to warm them) What do 
you say, we'd better go in too, it's getting damp. My 
legs ache. . 
ARcADINA. It's like having wooden legs, you can 
hardly 1valk on them. Come on, you poor old patriarch. 
(She takes his arm.) 
SHAMRE'YEFF. (Offering his arm to his wife) Ma-
dame? 
SoRIN. There's that dog howlin!?; again. (To SHAM-
REYEFF) Be good enough, Ilya Afanasyevitch, to tell 
them to let that dog off the chain. 
SHAMREYEFF. It can't be done, Peter Nikolayevitch, 
or we'll be having thieves in the bam, and the millet's 
there. (To MEDVEDENKO walking beside him) Yes, a 
whole octave lower "Bravo Silva" ! And not your con-
cert singer, mind you, just ordinary church choir. 
MEDVEDENKO. And what salary does a church _singer 
get? 
(ALL e:ccept DaRN go out.) 
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DoRN. (Alone) I don't know-maybe I'm no judge, I 
may be going off my head, but I liked that play. There's 
something in it. When the girl spoke of the vast soli-
tude, and afterward when the Devil's eyes appeared, I 
could feel my hands trembling. It was all so fresh and 
naive. But here he comes. I want to say all the nice 
things I can to him. 
(Enter TREPLEFF.) 
TREPLEFF, They've all gone. 
boRN. I'm here. 
TREPLEFF. Masha's been hunting for me all over the 
park Unbearable creature! 
DoRN. Constantine Gavrilovitch, I admired your play 
extremely. It's a curious kind of thing and I haven't 
heard the end, but still it made a deep impression on me. 
You've got great talent. You must keep on! (CoNSTAN-
TINE resses is hand and embraces him im ulsivel 
Phew what a nervous fellow . ears m IS e res at 
wante to say IS you ose your su Ject rom e realm 
of abstract ideas, and that's right-a work of art should 
express a great idea. There is no beauty without serious-
ness. My, yo are pale! 
TREPLEFF o you think-I ought to go on? 
ORN. s. ut write only of what is profound and 
eternal. You know how I have lived my life, I have lived 
it with variety and choiceness ; and I have enjoyed it; 
and I am content. But if ever I had felt the elevation of 
spirit that comes to artists in their creative moments I 
believe I should have despised this body and all its 
usages, and t ed to soar above all earthly things. 
TREPLEFF Forgive me, where's Nina? 
DoRN. another thing. In a work of art there must 
be a clear, definite idea. You must know what your 
object is in writing, for if you follow that picturesque 
road without a definite aim, you will go astray and your 
talent will be your ruin. 
I 
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TREPLEFF. (Impatiently) Where is Nina? 
DoRN. She's gone home. . 
TREPLEFF. (In despwir) What shall I do? I want to see 
her. I must see her. I'm going-
(MASHA enters.) 
DoRN. Calm yourself, my friend! 
TREPLEFF. But all the same I'm going. I must go. 
MASHA. Constantine Gavrilovitch, come indoors. 
Your mother wants you. She's anxious. 
TREPLEFF. Tell her I've gone-and please-all of you 
let me alone! Don't follow me around. · 
DoRN. Come, come, come, boy, you mustn't act like 
this-it won't do. 
TREPLEFF. (In tears} Goodbye, Doctor-and thank 
vou ( E:J:its.J 
DoRN. ·rszghzng} Ah, youth, youth- · 
MASHA. When there is nothing else left to say, people 
always say, "Ah, youth, youth." (Takes a pinch of 
snuff.) 
DoRN. {Takes snuff-bo:~: out of her hand and flings 
it into the bushes) It's disgusting. (A pmtse.) There in 
the house they seem to be playing. We'd better go in. 
MASHA. No, no, wait a minute. 
DoRN. \iVhat is it? 
MAsHA. Let me talk to you-I don't love my father, 
I can't talk to him, but I feel with all my heart that you 
are near me- Help me-help me- (Starts to sob) or 
I shall do something silly, I'll make my life a mockery, 
ruin it-I can't keep on-
DoRN. How? Help you how? 
MASHA. I'm tortured. No one, no one knows what 
I'm suffering- (Larying her head on his breast, softly) 
I love Constantine. 
DoRN. How nervous they all are! How nervous they 
all are! And so much love! 0 magic lake! (Tenderly) 
What can I do for you, child? What, what? 
END OF ACT ONE 
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A croquet lawn. In the backgrmtnd on the RigJ~t is the 
house with a large terrace; on the Left is seen the 
lake, in which the blazing SUJ~ is 1'eftected., Flower-
beds~ NJ:o~. Hot. On one side of the croqttet lawn, 
in the .i: a e of an old linden tree, MADAME AReA-
DINA. DoRN and MAS:S:A are sitting on a garden 
bench. DoRN has an open book on his knees. 
ARCADINA. (To MAS:S:A) Here, let's stand up. (They 
BoT:a: stand up.) Side by side. You are twenty-two and 
J am nearly twice that. Doctor Dorn, tell us, which one 
of us looks the younger?· 
DoRN. Y 6u, of course. 
ARCADINA. There you are-you see ?-And why is it? 
Because I work, I feel, I'm always on the go, but you sit 
in the same spot all the time, you're not living. I make it 
a rule never to look ahead into the future. I let myself 
think neither of old age nor of death. What will be will 
be. 
MAS:S:A. But I feel as if I were a thousand, I trail my 
life along after me like an endless train.-Often I have 
no wish to be living at all. (Sits down) Of course that's 
all nonsense. I ought to shake myself and throw 1t all off. 
DoRN. (Sings softly) Tell her, pretty flowers..:_ 
ARCADINA. Then I'm correct as an Englishman. I'm 
always dressed and my hair always comme il faut. Would 
I permit myself to leave the house, even to come out here 
in the garden, in a dressing-gown or with my hair 
blousy? Never, I should say not! The reason, I"have 
kept my looks is because I've never been a frump, never 
let myself go, as some do. (Arms akimbo, she walks ttp 
and down the croquet green) Here I am, light as a bird. 
Ready to play a girl of fifteen any day. · 
20 
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DaRN. Well, at any rate, I'll go on with my reading. 
(Takes up the book) We stopped at the corn merchants 
and the rats. 
A.RcADINA. And the rats. Go on. (S~ts) Let me have 
it, I'll read. It's my turn anyhow. (She takes the book 
and looks for the place) And the rats-here we are-
(Reads) "And certainly, for people of the world to 
pamper the romantics and make them at home in their 
houses is as dangerous as for corn merchants to raise 
rats in their granaries. And yet they are beloved. And 
so when a woman has picked out the author she wants to 
entrap, she besieges him with compliments, amenities 
and favors." vVell, among the French that may be, but 
certainly here with us there's nothing of the kind, we've 
no set program. Here with us a woman before she ever 
sets out to capture an author is usually head over heels 
in love with him herself. To go no further, take me and 
Trigorin-
(Enter SaRIN, leaning on a stick, with NINA at his side. 
MEDVEDENKO follows him, pushing a wheel chair.) 
SaRIN. (Caressin.gly, as if to a child) Yes? vVe're all 
joy, eh? We're happy today after all. (To his sister) 
We're all joy. Father and stepmother aregone to Tver, 
and we are free now for three whole days. 
NINA. (Sits down beside ARCADINA and embraces 
her) I am so happy! I belong now to you. 
SaRIN. (Sitting down in the wheel chair) She looks 
lovely today. 
ARcADINA. Beautifully dressed, intriguing-that's a 
clever girl. (She kisses NINA) vVe mustn't praise her 
too much. It's bad luck. "Vlhere's Boris Alexeyivitch? 
NINA. He's at the bath-house fishing. 
A.RcADINA. You'd think he'd be sick of it. (She begins 
reading again.) 
NINA. What is that you have? 
ARcADINA. Maupassant's "On The Water," darling. 
(Reads a few lines to herself) Well, the rest is uninter:-
8:t 
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(Sound of SoRIN's snoring.) 
DoRN. Pleasant dreams. 
ARcADINA. (To SoRIN) Petrusha! 
SoRIN. Eh? 
ARCADINA. Are you asleep? 
SoRIN. Not at all. 
(A pause.) 
ACT II 
ARcADINA. You are not following any treatment for 
yourself, that's not right, brother. , 
SoRIN. I'd be glad to follow a treatment, but. the 
doctor won't give me any. 
DaRN. Take care of yourself at sixty! 
SaRIN. Even at sixty a man wants to live. 
DoRN. (Impatiently) Bah! Take your valerian drops. 
ARcADINA. I'd think it would do him good to take a 
cure at some springs. 
DoRN. Well-he might take it. He might not take it. 
ARcADINA. Try and understand that! 
DaRN. Nothing. to understand. It's all clear. 
(A pause.) 
MEDVEDENKo. Peter Nikolayevitch ought to give up 
smoking. 
.; 
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SoRIN. Fiddlesticks! 
DoRN. No, it's not fiddlesticks! Wine and tobacco rob 
us of our p~rsonali1y. · Afte~ a cigar or a vodka, you're 
not Peter N1koaylev1tch, you re Peter Nikolayevitch plus 
somebody else; your ego splits up, and you begin to see 
yourself as a third person. · 
SoR~N. Fine (laughs) for you to argue! You've lived 
your hfe, bu~ what abo~t me? I've served the Depart-
ment of Justlce twenty-e1ght years, but I've never lived 
never seen anything, and all the rest of it, so naturally 
I want to have my life. You've had your fill and that's 
why you turn to philosophy. I want to live, and that's 
why I turn to sherry after dinner and smoking cigars, 
and so on. And that's fuat. 
DoRN. One must look seriously at life, but to go in 
for cures at sixty and regret the pleasures you missed in 
your youth, is, if you'll forgive me, frivolous. 
MASHA. (Gets ~tP) It must be time for lunch. {Walk-
ing slow and hobbling) My foot's gone to sleep. {Exits.) 
DoRN. She'll down a couple of glasses before lunch. 
SoRIN. The poor thing gets no happiness of her own. 
DoRN. Fiddlesticks, your Excellency. 
SoRIN. You argue like a man who's had his fill. 
· ARcADINA. Oh, what can be duller than this darling 
country dullness is! Hot, quiet, nobody ever does any-
thing, everybody phi_losophis.es. I~'s good to be here. ~ith 
you, my friends, dehghtful hstenmg t<;> you, but--s1ttmg 
in my hotel room, all by myself, studymg my part-how 
much better ! 
NINA. (Ecstatically) Good!, I understand Y?U: 
SoRIN. Of course in towns better. You s1t m your 
study the footman lets nobody in without announcing 
them,' there's the telephone-on the street cabs and so 
on-
DaRN. (Singing sotto voce) Tell her, my flowers-
' (Enter SHAMREYEFF, behind him pAULINE.) 
SHAMREYEFF. Here they are. Good morning! (Kisses 
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MADAME A.RcADINA"s hand, then NINA's) Very glad to 
see you looking so welL (To MADAME ARcADINA) My 
wife tells me you are thinking of driving into town with 
her today. Is that so? 
ARCADINA. Yes, we are thinking of it. 
S:a:AMREYEFF. Hm 1 That's magnificent, but what will 
you travel on, my most esteemed lady? Today around 
here we are hauling rye, all the hands are busy. And 
what horses would you take, may I ask? 
ARCADINA. vVhat horses? How should I know-whai 
horses 1 
SaRIN. There are carriage horses here 1 
S:a:AMREYEFF. (Flaring ·up) Carriage horses? But 
where do I get the harness? Where do I get the harness? -
It's amazing. It's incomprehensible 1 Most esteemed 
lady 1 Excuse me, I am on my knees before your talent, 
I'd gladly give ten years of my life for you, but I can-
not let you have the horses 1 
ARcADINA. But what if I have to go? It's a fine 
business! 
SHA:MREYEFF. Most esteemed lady! You don't know 
what a farm means. 
A.RcADINA. (Flaring up) The same old story 1 In t..~at 
case I'll start_ for Moscow today. Order me horses from 
the village, or I'll walk to the station. 
S:a:AMREYEFF. (Flaring ~tp) In that case I -resign my 
position 1 Find yourself another steward 1 (Exits.) · 
A.RcADINA. Every summer it's like this, every summer 
here they insult me ! I'll never put my foot here again ! 
(Goes mtt in the direction of the bath-house.) 
(Presently she is seen going into the house. TRIGORIN 
follows, with fishing rods and a pail.) 
SaRIN. (Flaring ~tp) This is insolent! The devil 
knows what it is 1· I'm sick of it, and so on. Bring all the 
horses here this very minute ! 
NINA. (To PAULINE) To refuse Irina Nikolayevna! 
the famous actress 1 Any little wish of hers, the least 
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whim, is worth more than all your farm. It's simply un-
believable ! · 
PAUUNE. (In despair) What can I do? Put yourself 
in my shoes, what can I do? 
SaRIN. (To NINA) Let's go find my sister. ·we'll all 
beg her not to leave us. Isn't that so? (Looking in the 
direction SHAMREYEFF went) You insufferable man! 
Tyrant! 
. NINA. (Prevents his getting up) Sit still, sit still. we'll 
wheel you. (She and MEDVEDENKo push the wheel chair) 
Oh, how awful it is ! 
SaRIN. Yes, yes, it's awful. But he won't leave, I'll 
speak to him right off. 
(They go out. DaRN and PAULINE remain) 
DoRN. People are certainly tiresome. Really the thing 
to do, of course, is throw that husband of yours out by 
the neck; but it will all end by this old woman, Peter 
Nicolayevitch, and his sister begging him to pardon them. 
See if they don't. 
P AUUNE. He has put the carriage horses in the fields, 
too. And these misunderstandings happen every day. If 
you only knew how it all upsets me. It's making me ill; 
you see how' I'm trembling. I can't bear his coarseness. 
(Entreating) :Eugene my darling, light of my eyes-take 
me with you. Our time is passing, we're not young any 
longer; if-if only we could-for the rest of our lives 
at least-stop hiding, stop pretending. 
(A pause.) 
DaRN. I am fifty-five, it's too late to change now. 
P AUUNE. I know, you refuse me because there are 
other women close to you. It's impossible for you to 
take them all with you. I understand. I apologize! For-
give me, you are tired of me. 
(NINA appears before the house picking a bunch of 
flowers.) 
' ·- ·--~ --- --· -----------. --------. 
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DoRN. No, not all that. 
PAULINE. I am miserable with jealousy. Of course 
you are a doctor. You can't escape women. I under-
stand. 
DoRN. (To NINA, as she joins them) What's happen-
ing? 
NINA. Irina Nikolayevna is crying and Peter Niko-
layevitch having his asthma. 
DoRN. (Rising) I must go and give them both some 
valerian drops. 
NINA. (Giving him the flowers) ·won't you? 
DoRN. Merci bien. (Goes toward the house.) 
PAULINE. What pretty flowers! (Nearing the house, 
in a low voice) Give me those flowers! Give me those 
flowers I 
(He hands her the flowers, she tears them to pieces and 
flings them away. They go . into the house.) 
NINA. (A lone) How strange it is seeing a famous 
actress cry, and about such a little nothing! And isn't it 
strange that a famous author should sit all day long 
fishing? The darling of the public, his name in the 
papers every day, his photograph for sale in shop win-
dows, his book translated into foreign languages, and 
he's delighted because he's caught two chub. I imagined 
famous people were proud and distant, and that they 
despised the crowd, and used their fame and the glamor 
of their names to revenge themselves on the world for 
putting birth and money first. But here I see them crying 
or fishing, playing cards, laughing or losing their tem-
pers, like everybody else. 
TREPLEFF'. A~ou here alone? 
NINA. Alone. REPLEFF lays the sea gull at her feet.) 
What does tha ean? 
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TREPLEFF. I was low enough today to kill this sea 
gull. I lay It at your feet. 
NINA. What's the matter with you? (Picks HP sed 
gull and looks at it.)l 
TREPLEFF, (Pause It's the way I'll soon end my own 
hfe. 
NINA. I don't recognize you. 
TREPLEFF. Yes, ever since I stopped recognizing you. 
You've Changed toward me. Your eyes are cold. You 
hate to have me near you. 
NINA. You are so irritable lately, and you talk-it's 
as if you were talking in symbols. And this sea gull, I 
suppose that's a symbol, too. Forgive me, but I don't 
understand it. (Lays the sea gHll on the seat) I'm too 
simple to understand you. 
TREPLEFF. This began that evening when my play 
fatled so stuptdly. Women will never forgive failure. 
I've burnt it all, every scrap of it. If you only knew 
what I'm going through! Your growing cold to me is 
terrible, unbelievable; it's as if I had suddenly waked 
and found this lake dried up and sunk in the ground. 
You say you are too simple to understand me. Oh, what 
is there to understand? My play didn't catch your fancy, 
you despise my kind of imagination, you already con-
sider me commonplac~insignificant, like so many others. 
(Stamping his foot) ow well I understand it all, how 
I understand it. It's ike a spike in my brain, may it be 
damned along with my pride, which is sucking my 
blood, sucking it like a nake. (He sees TRIGORIN, who 
enters reading a book). H ere comes the real genius, he 
walks like Hamlet, an with a book too. (Mimicking) 
"Words, words, words." This sun has hardly reached 
you, and you are already smiling, your glance is melt-
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TRIGORIN. (Making notes in a book) Ta es snu and 
drinks vodka, always wears black. The schoolmaster in 
love with her. 
NINA. Good morning, Boris Alexeyevitch! 
T RIGORIN. Good morning. It seems that things have 
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taken a turn we hadn't expected, so we'are leaving today. 
You and I aren't likely to meet again. I'm sorry. I don't 
often meet young women, young and charming, I've 
forgotten how one feels at eighteen or nineteen, I can't 
picture it very clearly, and so the girls I draw in my 
stories and novels are mostly wrong. I'd like to be in 
your shoes for just one hour, to see things through your 
eyes, and find out just what sort of a little person you 
are. 
NINA. And how I'd like to be in your shoes! 
TRIGORIN. Why? ' 
NINA. To know how it feels being a famous genius. 
What's it like being famous? How does it make you 
feel? 
TRIGORIN. How? Nohow, I should think I'd never 
thought about it. {Reflecting) One of two things: either 
you exaggerate my fame, or else my fame hasn't made 
me feel it. 
NINA. But if you read about yourself in the-papers? 
TRIGORIN. When they praise me I'm pleased; when 
they abuse me, I feel whipped for a day or so. 
NINA. It's a marvelous world! If you only knew how 
I envy you! Look how different different people's lots 
are! Some have all they can do to drag through their 
dull, obscure lives; they are all just alike, all miserable; 
others-well, you for instance-have a bright, interest-
ing life that means something. You are happy. 
TRIGORIN. I? (Sh1'ugging his shoulders) H'm-I hear 
you speak of fame and happiness, of a bright, inter~:"sting 
life, but for me that's all words, pretty words that-if 
you'll forgive my saying so-mean about the same to 
me as candied fruits, which I never eat. You are very 
young and very kind. 
NINA. Your life is beautiful. 
TRIGORIN. I don't see anything so very beautiful about 
it. (Looks Gt his watch) I must get to my writing. Ex-
cuse me, I'm busy- (Laughs) You've stepped on my 
pet corn, as they say, and here I am, beginnin!{ to get 
excited and a little cross. At anY' rate let's talk. Let's 
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talk about my beautiful, bright life. Well, where shall 
we begin? (After reflecting a moment) You know, 
sometimes violent obsessions take hold of a man, some . 
fixed idea pursues him, the moon for example, day and · 
night he thinks of nothing but the moon. Well; I have 
just such a moon .. Day and night one thought obsesses 
me: I must be writing, I must be writing, I must be-
I've scarcely finished one novel when somehow I'm 
driven on to write another, then a third, and after the 
third a fourth. I write incessantly, and always at a 
breakneck speed, and that's the only way I can write. 
What's beautiful and bright about that, I ask you? Oh, 
what a wild life! \iVhy now even, I'm here talking to you, 
I'm excited, but every minute I remember that the story 
I haven't finished is there waiting for me. I see that 
cloud up there, it's shaped like a grand piano--instantly 
a mental note-I must remember to put that in my story 
-a cloud sailing by-grand piano. A whiff of heliotrope. 
Quickly I make note of it: cloying smell, widow's c.olor 
-put that in next time I describe a summer evening. 
Every sentence, every word I say and you say, I lie in 
wait for it, snap it up for my literary storeroom-it 
might come in' handy- As soon as I put my work down, 
I race off to the theatre or go fishing, hoping to find .a 
rest, but not at all-a new idea for a story, comes rolling 
around in my head like a .cannon ball, and I'm back at 
my desk, and writing and writing and writing. And it's 
always like that, everlastingly. I have no rest from my-
self, and I feel that I am consuming my own life, that for 
the honey I'm giving to someone in the void, I rob my 
best flowers of their pollen, I tear up those flowers and 
trample on their roots. Do I seem mad? Do my frien~s 
seem to talk with me as they would to a sane man? 
"What are you writing at now? What shall we have 
next?" Over and over it's like that, till I think all this 
attention and praise is said only out of kindness to 
a sick man--deceive him, soothe him, and then any 
minute come stealing up behind and pack him off to 
the madhouse. And in those years, my ·young best 
i 
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years; when I was beginning; why then writing made my 
life a torment. A minor writer, especially when he1s_ not 
successful, feels clumsy, he's all thumbs, the world has 
no need for him ; his nerves are about to go ; he can't 
resist hanging around people in the arts, where nobody 
knows him, or take any notice of him, and 'he's afraid 
to look them straight in the eyes, like a man with a pas-
sion for gambling who hasn't any money to play with. 
I'd never seen my readers but for some reason or other 
I pictured them as hating me and mistrusting me, I had 
a deathly fear of the public, and when my first play was 
produced it seemed to me all the· dark eyes in the audi-
ence were looking at it with hostility aJ;J.d all the light 
eyes with frigid indifference. Oh how awful that was ! 
·what torment it was ! · · 
. NINA. But surely the inspiration you feel and the 
creation itself of something must give you a moment of 
high, sweet happiness, don't they? 
TRIGORIN. Yes. '\iVhen I'm writing I enjoy it and I 
enjoy reading my proofs, but the minute it comes out I 
detest it; I see it's not what I meant it to be; I was wrong 
. to write it at all, and I'm vexed and sick at heart about it. 
(Laughs) Then the public reads it. "Yes, charming, 
clever-Charming but nothing like Tolstoy: A very fine 
thing, but Turgenev's 'Fathers and Sons' is finer." To 
my dying day that's what it will be, clever and charming, 
charming and clever-nothing more. And when I'm 
dead they'll be saying at my grave, "Here lies Trigorin, 
a delightful writer but not so good as Turgenev." 
NINA. Excuse me, but I refuse to understand you. 
You are simply spoiled by success. _ 
TRIGORIN. I,A,That success? I have never pleased myself. 
I don't like myself as a writer. The worst of it is that I 
am in a sort of daze and often don't understand what I 
write-I love this water here, the trees, the sky, I feel 
nature, it stirs ii.]. me a passion, an irresistible desire to 
write. But I am not only a landscape painter, I am a 
citizen too, I love my country, the people, I feel that if 
I am a writer I ought to speak also of the people, of 
\ 
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their sufferings, of their future, speak of science, of the 
rights of man, and so forth, and I speak of everything-, 
I hurry up, on all sides they are after me, are annoyed 
at me, I dash from side to side like a fox the hounds are 
baiting, I see life and science getting always farther and 
farther ahead as I fall always more and more behind, 
like a peasant, missing his train, and the upshot is I feel 
that I can write only landscape, and in all the rest I am 
false and false to the marrow of my bones. , 
NINA. You work too hard, and have no timeiand no 
wish to feel your own importance. You may be dissatis-
fied with yourself, of course, but other people think you 
are great and excellent. If I were such a writer as you 
are I'd give my whole life to the people, but I should 
feel that the only happiness for them would be in rising 
to me; and they should draw my chariot. 
TRIGORIN. Well,.in a chariot-Agamemnon am I, or 
what? 
(They BOTH smile.) 
NINA. ·For the happiness of being- an author or an 
actress I would bear any poverty, disillusionment, I'd 
have people hate me. I'd live in a garret and eat black 
bread, I'd endure my own dissatisfaction with myself 
and all my faults, but in return I should ask for fame 
-,-real resounding fame. (Covers her face with her. 
hands) My head's swimming- Ouf! 
ARcADINA. (From within the house) Boris Alexeye-
vitch! . 
TRIGORIN. She's calling me. I dare say, to come and 
pack. But I don't feel like going away. (He glances at 
the lake) Look, how beautiful it is ! Marvelous! 
NINA. Do you see over there that house and garden? 
TRIGORIN. Yes. 
NINA. It used to belong to my dear moth~r. I was 
born there. I've spent all my life by this lake and I know 
every little island on it. ' 
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TRIGORIN. It's all very charming. (Seeing the sea 
gull) What is that? 
NINA. A sea gull. Constantine shot it. 
TRIGORIN. It's a lovely bird. Really, I don't want to 
leave here. Do try and persuade Irina Nikolayevna to 
stay. (Makes a note in his book.) 
NINA. What is it you're writing? 
TRIGORIN. Only a note. An idea struck me. (Putt~ng 
the notebook away) An idea for a short story: a young 
girl, one like you, has lived all her 1ife beside a lake; she· 
loves the lake like a sea gull and is happy and free like a 
sea gull. But by chance a man comes, sees her, and out of 
nothing better to do, destroys her, like this sea: gull here. 
(A pause. :MADAME ARcADINA appears at the window.) 
'ARcADINA. Boris Alexeyevitch, where are you? 
TRIGORIN. Right away! (Goes toward the house, look-
ing back at NINA. MADAME ARcADINA remains at the 
window.) What is it? 
ARcADINA. vVe're staying. 
(TRIGORIN enters the house.) 
NINA. (Coming forward, standing lost in thought) 
It's a dream! 
CURTAIN 
- ·--·-----. -----:::::--:---------- - -----~- - --- --- - -
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ACT THREE 
The dining-room in SaRIN's ho~tse. On the Right and 
Left are doors. A sideboard. A medicine c~tpboard: 
In the middle of the room a table. A small tnmk and 
hat-boxes, signs of preparations for leaving. 
TRIGORIN is at lunch, MA.sHA standing by the 
table. 
MA.sHA. I tell you this because you're a writer. You 
might use it. I tell you the truth: if he had died when he 
ho himself I wouldn't live another minute. ust the/ 
same I'm getting braver; I've just ma e up my niind to 
tear this love out of my heart by the roots. 
TRIGORIN. How will you do it? · 
MASHA. I'm going to get married. To Medvedenkd. 
TRIGORIN. Is that the schoolmaster? 
MASHA. Yes. · 
TRIGORIN. I don't see why you must do that. 
MASHA. Loving without hope, waiting the whole year 
long for something-but when I'm married I won't have 
any time for love, there'll be plenty of new things I'll 
have to do to make me forget the past. Anyhow it will 
be a change, you lmow. Shall we have another? 
TRIGORIN. Haven't you had about enough? 
MASHA. Ah!_ (Pours twO glasses) Here! Don't locik 
at me like that! Women drink oftener than you imagine. 
Not so many of them drink openly like me. Most of 
them hide it. Yes .. And it's always vodka or cognac. 
(Clinks glasses) Your health. You're a decent sort, I'm 
sorry to be parting from you. . . 
(They drink.) I 
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· TRIGORIN. I don't want to leave here myself, 
MASRA. You should beg her to stay. ; 
TRIGORIN. She'd never do that now. Her son is be-
'having himself very tactlessly. First he tnes shooting-
himself and now, they say, he's gomg to Challenge me 
o a duel. But what for? He sulks he snorts he reaches 
new art forms-gmt 
the old-why el w? 
MASRA. Well, and there's jealousy. However, that's 
not my business. · 
{Pause. YAKOV crosses Right to Left with a piece of 
luggage. NINA enters, stops near window.) 
MASRA. That schoolmaster of mine is none too clever, 
but he's a good man and he's poor, and he loves me 
dearly. I'm sorry for him, and I'm sorry for his old 
mother. Well, let me wish you every happiness. Think 
kindly of me. (Warmly shakes his hand) Let me thank 
you for your. friendly interest. Send me your books, be 
sure to write in them. Only don't put "esteemed lady," 
but simply this : "To Marya, who not remembering her 
origin, does not know why she is living in this world." 
Goodbye. (Goes out.) 
NINA. (Holding ottt her hand closed to TRIGORIN) 
Even or odd? 
TRIGORIN. Even. 
NINA. (Sighing). No. I had only one pea in my hand. 
I was trying my fortune: To be an actress or not. I 
· wish somebody would advise me. 
TRIGORIN. There's no advice in this sort of thing. 
(A pause.) 
··NINA. We are going to part-I may never see you 
again. Won't you take this little medal to remember me? 
I've had it engraved with your initials and on the other 
side the title of your book: Days and Nights. · 
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TRIGORIN. What a graceful thing to do! (Kiss~s the 
:.:- medal) It's a charming present. 
NINA. Sometimes think of me. 
TRIGORIN. I'll think of you. I'll think of you. as I saw 
you that sunny day-do you remember-a week ago 
::;: when you had on your white dress-we were talking-a 
white sea gull was lying on the bench beside us. 
NINA. (Pensive) Yes, the sea gull. (A Pa'use) Some 
one's coming-let me see you two minutes before you 
go, won't you? (Goes out on the Left as MADAME 
ARCADINA and SaRIN, in full dress, with a decoration, 
enter, then YAKOV, busy with the packing.) 
ARcADINA. Stay at home, old man. How could you be 
running about with your rheumatism? (To TRIGORIN) 
vVho was it just went out? Nina? 
. TRIGORIN. Yes. 
ARCADINA. Pardon! We intruded. (Sits down) I be-
lieve everything's packed. I'm exhausted. 
TRIGORIN. Days and Nights, page r2r, lines eleven and 
twelve. ' 
YAKOV. (Clearing the table) Shall I pack your fishing 
rods as well ? · 
TRIGORIN. Yes, I'll want them again. But the books 
you can give away. 
YAKOV. Yes, sir. 
TRIGORIN. (To himself) Page r2r, lines eleven and 
twelve. ·what's in those lines? (To ARcADINA) Have 
you my works here in the house? 
ARCADINA. Yes, in my brother's study, the comer 
:,.; bookcase. · 
TRIGORIN. Page I2I. (Exits.) 
ARcADINA. Really, Petrusha, you'd better stay at 
home. 
SaRIN. You're going away. It's dreary for me here at 
home without you. 
ARCADINA. But what's there in town? 
SaRIN. Nothing in particular, but all the same. 
(Laughs) There's the laying of the foundation stone for 
the town hall, and all that sort of thing. A man longs if 
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(Laughs) My manager takes all my pension and spends 
it on agriculture, cattle-raising, bee-keeping, and my 
money goes for nothing. The bees die, the cows die, 
horses they never let me have. 
ARCADI NA. Yes, I have some money, but I'm an ac-
tress, my costumes alone are enough to ruin me. 
SoRIN. You are very good, my dear. I respect you. 
Yes- But there again something's coming over me-
(Staggers) My head's swimming. (Leans on table) I 
feel faint, and so on. . 
ARCADINA. (Alarmed) Petrusha! (Tryin.1 to sup-
port him) Petrusha, my darling ! (Calls) Help me! Help! 
(Enter TREPLEFF,his head bandaged, and MEDVEDENKO.) 
ARcADINA. H e feels faint. 
SoRIN. It's nothing, it's nothing~ (Smiles and drinks 
water) It's gone already-and so on. 
TREPLEFF. (To his mother) Don't be alarmed, 
Mother, it's not serious. It often happens now to my 
uncle. Uncle, you must lie down a little. 
So N. A little, yes. All the same I'm going to town-
I'm lying down a little and I'm going to town-that's 
clear. (He goes, leaninq on his stick.) 
MEDVEDENKO. (G ives him his arm) There's a riddle: 
in the morning it's on four legs, at noon on two, in the 
evening on three. 
SoRIN. (Laughs) That's it. And on the back at night. 
Thank you, I can manage alone. 
MEDVEDENKO. My, what ceremony! (He and SoRIN 
go out.) 
ARcADINA. How he frightened me ! 
TREPLEFF. It's not g od for him to live in the country. 
H e's low m h1s mind. ow, Mother, if you'd only have 
a burst of sudden gen rosity and lend him a thousand or 
fifteen hundred, he could spend a whole year in town. 
ARCADINA. I haven't any money. I'm an actress, not a 
banker. 
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TREPLEFF. Mother, c ange my ou do it so 
well. 
ARCADINA. (Takes bottle of iodoform and a box of 
bandages fr cupboard) And the doctor's late. 
TREPLE F He promised to be here at ten, but it's at-
rea y noon 
ARCADINA. Sit down. (Takes off bandage) You look 
as if you were in a turban. Some man who came by the 
kitchen yesterday asktd what nationality you were. But 
it's almost entirely healed. What's left is nothing. (Kisses 
him on the head) ·while I'm away, you won't do any 
more click-cli~;k? 
TREPLEFF. o, Mother. That was a moment when I 
was out o y head with despair, and couldn't co trol 
myself. It won't happen again. isses her n ers ou 
have clever fingers. I remember long-, long ago w e you 
were still playing at the Imperial Theatre-there was a 
fi ght one day in our court, and a washerwoman who was 
one of the tenants got beaten almost to death. Do you 
remember? She was picked up unconscious-you nursed 
her, took medicines to her , bathed her children in the 
washtub. Don't you remember? 
ARcADINA. No. (Puts on fresh bandage.) 
TREPLEFF. Two ballet dancers were living then in the 
same house we did, they used to come and drink coffee 
with you. 
ARcADINA. That I remember. 
TREPLEfF They were very pious Lately, 
these last days, I have loved you en er y and fully 
as when I "\'~S a child. E xcept for you, there's nobody 
left me now. nly why, why do you subject yourself to 
the inftuenc of that man? 
ARCADINA. You don't understand him, Constantine. 
H e's a very noble character. 
TREPJ.EFF Nevertheless, when he was told I was g-o-
ing to challenge him to a duel, nobility didn't keep him 
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from playing the coward. He's leaving. Ignominious 
retreat! 
ARCADINA. Such tosh! I myself beg him to leave here. 
TREPLEfF. Noble character! Here we both are nearly 
quarrelin~ over him, and right now very likely he's in 
the drawmg-room or in the garden laughing at us-
developing Nina, trying once and for all to convince 
her he's a genius. 
ARCADINA. For you it's a pleasure-saying disagree-
able things to me. I respect that man and must ask you 
not to speak ill of him in my presence. 
TREPLEF~. And I don't respect him. You want me too 
to think hes a genius, but, forgive me, I can't tell lies-
his creations make me sick. 
ARCADINA. That's envy. People who are not talented 
but pretend to be have nothing better to do than to dis-
parage real talents. It must be a fine consolation! 
TREPLEFF. (Sarcasticallv~ Real talents! (AngrilY,) 
I'm more talented than bot of you put together, if tt 
comes to that! (Tears off the bandaq,e) You two, with 
your stale routine, have grabbed first place in art and 
think that only what you do is real or legitimate; the 
rest you'd like to stifle and keep down. I don't believe in 
you two. I don't believe in you or in him. 
ARCADINA. Decadent! 
TREPLEfF Go back to your darling theatre and act 
there in trashy, stupid plays! 
ARCADINA. Never did I act in such plays. Leave me 
alone! You are not fit to write even wretched vaudeville. 
Kiev burgher ! Sponge l 
TREPLEFF. Miser I 
ARCADIN A. Beggar ! JH e sits do'W?7.. cries softly) Non-
entity! (Walks up an down} Don't cry! You ~stn't 
cry! (Weeps. Kisses him on his forehead, his cheeks, 
his head) My dear child, forgi~ me! Forgive me, your 
wicked mother ! Forgive miser le me I 
TREPLEFF. (Embracing her) f you only knew! I've 
lost everythfng. She doesn't lo me, now I can't write. 
All my hopes are gone. 
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(TREPLEFF picks up the bandage from the floor and goes 
out.) 
ARCADINA. (Looking at her watch) The horses will 
be here soon. 
TRIGORIN. (To himself) If you ever, ever need my 
life, come and take it. 
ARCADINA. I hope you are all packed. 
TRIGORIN. (Impatiently) Yes, yes~ (In deep thought) 
Why is it I thought I felt sadness in that call from a 
pure soul, and my heart aches so with pity? If you ever, 
ever need my life, come and take it. (To MADAME 
ARCADINA) Let's stay just one more day. (She shakes 
her head.) 
TRIGORIN. Let's stay! 
ARCADINA. Darling, I know what keeps you here. But 
have some self control. You're a little drunk, be sober . . 
TRIGORIN. You be sober, too, be understanding, rea-
sonable, I beg you; look at all this like a true friend-
( Presses her hand) You are capable of sacrificing. Be 
my friend, let me be free. 
ARCADINA. (Excited) Are you so infatuated? 
TRIGORIN. I am drawn to her! Perhaps this is just 
what I need. 
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ARcADINA. The love of some provincial girl? Oh, how 
little you know yourself! . 
TRIGORIN. Sometimes people talk but are asleep. 
That's how it is now-I'm talking to you but in my 
dream see her. I'm possessed by sweet, marvelous 
dreams. Let me go- _ 
ARcADINA. (Trembling) No, no, I'm an ordinary 
woman like any other woman, you shouldn't talk to me 
like this. Don't torture me, Boris. It .frightens me. 
TRIGORIN. If you wanted to, you could be far from 
ordinary. There is a kind of love that's young, and 
beautiful, and is all poetry, and carries us away into a 
world of dreams ; on earth it alone can ever give us 
happiness. Such a love I still have never known. In my 
youth there wasn't time, I was always around some 
editor's office, fighting off starvation. Now it's here, that 
love, it's come, it beckons me. What sense, then, is there 
in running away from it? 
ARCADINA. (Angry) You've gone mad. 
TRIGORIN. Well, let me ! 
ARcADINA. You've all conspired today just to torment 
me. (Weeps.) · 
TRIGORIN. (Cltttching at his breast) She doesn't 
understand. She doesn't want to understand. 
ARcADINA. Am I so old or ugly that you don't mind 
talking to me about other women? (Embracing and kiss-
ing him) Oh, you madman! ·My beautiful, my marvel-
you are the last chapter of my life. (Falls on knees) My 
joy, my pride, my blessedness! (Embracing his knees) 
If you forsake me for one hour· even, I'll never survive 
, it, I'll go out of my mind, my wonderful, magnificent 
one, my master. 
TRIGORIN. Somebody might come in. {Helps her to 
rise.} 
ARcADINA. Let them, I am not ashamed of my love 
for you. (Kisses his hands) My treasure! You reckless 
boy, you want to be mad, but I won't have it, I won't let 
you. (Laughs} You are mine-you are mine. This brow 
is mine, and the eyes mine, and this beautiful silky hair, 
----------- - - -----------
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too, is mine. You are all mine. You are so talented, so 
intelligent, the be~t of all modern writers ; you are the 
one and only hope of Russia-you have such sincerity, 
simplicity, healthy· humor. In one stroke you go to the 
very heart of a character or a scene; your people are like 
life itself. Oh, it's impossible to read you without rap-
ture! Do you think this is only incense? I'm flattering 
you? Come, look me in the eyes- Do I look like a liar? 
There you see, only I can appreciate you; only I tell you 
the truth, rrly lovely darling.-You are coming? Yes? 
You won't leave me?· 
TRIGORIN. I have no will of my own--I've never had 
a will of my own. F1abby, weak, always submitting! Is 
it possible that might please women? Take me, carry me 
away, only never let me be one step away from you. . 
ARcADINA. (To herself) Now he's mine. (Casually,· 
as if nothin,q had happened) However, if you like you 
may stay. I'll go by myself, and you come later, in a 
week. After all, where would you hurry to? 
TRIGORIN. No, let's go together. 
ARcADINA. As you like. Together, together then. (A 
pause. TRIGORIN writes in notebook.) What are you 
writing? 
TRIGORIN. This morning I heard a happy expression: 
"Virgin forest." It might be useful in a story. (Y cmms) 
So, we're off. Once more the cars, stations, station 
buffet~, stews and conversations ! 
(SHAMREYEFF enters.) 
SHAMREYEFF. I have the honor with deep regret to 
announce that the horses are ready. It's time, most 
esteemed lady, to be off to the station; the train arrives 
at five minutes after two. So will you do me the favor, 
Irina Nikolayevna, not to forget to inquire about this: 
Where' s the actor Suzdaltsev now? Is he alive? Is he 
well? We used to drink together once upon a time. In 
"The Stolen Mail" he was inimitable. In the same 
company with him at Elisavetgrad, I remember, was the 
--···-----"--:..:-:-:-::-.·-::-- ~---
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tragedian Izmailov, also a remarkable personality. Don't 
hurry, most esteemed lady, there are five minutes still. 
Once in some melodrama they were playing conspirators, . 
and when they were suddenly discovered, he had to say 
"we are caught in a trap," but Izmailov said, "We are 
traught in a clap." (Laughs) Clap! 
(YAKOV is busy with htggage. MAID brings ARCADrHA's 
hat, cqat, parasol, gloves. ALL help her put them on. 
The CooK peers through door on Left, as if hesitat-
ing, then he comes in. Enter PAULINE, SaRIN and 
MEDVEDENKO.) 
PAULINE. (With basket) Here are some plums for 
the journey. They are sweet ones. In case you'd like some 
little thing. 
ARcADINA. You are very kind, Pauline Andreyevna. 
PAULINE. Goodbye, my dear: If anything has been 
not quite so, forgive it. (Cries.) 
ARCADINA. (Embracing her) Everything has been 
~harming, everything's been charming. Only you mustn't 
cry. 
PAULINE. Time goes so. 
ARcADINA. There's nothing we can do about that. 
SaRIN. (In a great coat with a cape, his hat on and 
his stick in his hand, crossing the stage) Sister, you'd 
better start if you don't want to be late. I'll go get in 
the carriage. (Exits.) 
MEDVEDENKO. And I'll walk to the station-to see you 
off. I'll step lively. . 
ARcADINA. Goodbye, my friends. If we are alive and 
, well next summer we'l} meet a~ain. (The MAID, CooK 
and YAKOV kiss her hand.) Don't forget me. (Gives 
CooK a rouble) Here's a rouble for the three of you. 
CooK. IV e humbly thank you, Madam. Pleasant 
journey to you. Many thanks to you. 
Y AKOV. God bless you ! . 
SHAMREYEFF. Make us happy with a letter. Goodbye, 
Boris Alexeyevitch. 
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ARcADINA. Where1s Constantine? Tell him rm off 
pow. I must say goodbye to h1m. Well, remember me 
kmdly. (1'o 2AKov) I gave the cook a rouble. It's for 
the three of you. 
(ALL_go out. The stage is ernpty. Off-stage are heard 
the usual S@unds when people an: going away. The 
MAID comes back for the basket of pltm~s from 
the table and goes out again.) 
TR(GoRIN. {Returning) I forgot my stick. It1s out 
there on the terrace, I think. (As he starts to go oztt by 
the door on the Left, he meets NINA coming in) Is it 
you? vVe are just going~ 
NtN'A. I felt we should meet again. (Excited) Boris 
Alexeyevitch, rve come to a decision, the die is cast. I 
am going on the stage. Tomorrow I shall not be here. I 
am leaving my father1 deserting everything, beginning a 
new life. I'm off like yort-for Moscow-we shall meet 
there. · 
TRIC:ORXN. (Glancing around him) Stay at Hotel 
Slavyansky Bazaar. Let me know at once. Molchanovka, 
Groholsky House. I must hurry. 
"(A pause.) 
NINA. One minute yet. 
TRIGORIN. {In a low voice) You a..-e so beautiful-:-
Oh, how happy to think we'll be meeting soon. (She 
puts her head on his breast) I shall see those lovely eyes 
again, that ineffably beautiful, tender smile--those gentle 
features, their pure, angelic expression-my darling-
(A long kiss.) 
CURTAIN 
(Two years pass between the Third and Fourth Acts.) 
-----------:---. ------- - --- -- - -----~ ----------------
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One of the drawing-rooms in SaRIN's house, turned by 
CoNSTANTINE TREPLEFF into a st~tdy. On the Right 
and Left, doors leading into other parts of the 
house. Facing us, glass doors on to the terrace. 
Beside the usual furniture of a drawing-room, there 
is a writing-table in the corner to the Right; near 
the door on the Left, a sofa, a book-case full of 
books, and books in the windows and on the chairs._ 
MASHA. Constantine Gavrilovitch ! Constantine Gav-
rilovitch! (Lookin,q aro~md) Nobody here. Every other 
minute all day long the old man keeps asking where's 
Kostya, where' s Kostya? He can't live without him. 
MEDVEDENKO. He's afraid to be alone. {bstenzng) 
What terrible weather! It's two days now. 
MASHA. (Turning up the lamp} Out on the lake there 
are waves. Tremendous. 
MEDVEDENKO. The garden's black. We ought to have 
told them to pull down that stage. It stands all bare and 
hideous, like a skeleton, and the curtain flaps in the wind. I 
When I passed then~ last night it seemed to me that in 
the wind I heard some one crying. • 
MASHA. Well, here- (Pause.) 
MEDVEDENKO. Masha, let's go home. 
MASHA. (Shakes her head) I'm going to stay here 
tonight. 
- -- -- - -·----- -·-- - ----- ---· --· -----
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MEDVEDENKO. (Imploring) Masha, let's go. Our baby 
must be hungry. . ·" 
MASHA. Nonsense. Matriona will feed it. 
(A pause.) 
MEDVEDENKO. It'shardonhim. He's been three nights 
now without his mother. 
MASHA. You're getting just too tiresome. In the old 
days you'd at least philosophize a little, but now it's all 
baby, home, baby, home-and that's all I can get out of 
you. 
MEDVEDENKO. Let's go, Masha. 
MASHA. Go yourself. 
MEDVEDENKO. Your father won't let me have a horse. 
MASHA. He will if you just ask him. , 
MEDYEDENKo. Very well, I'll try. Then you'll come 
tomorrow. -
MASHA. (Taking snuff) vVell, tomorrow. Stop 
bothering me; 
MASHA. Why's that, Mama? 
PAULINE. Peter Nikolayevitch asked to sleep in 
Kostya' s room. 
MASHA. Let me- (She makes the bed.) 
PAULINE. (Sighing) Old people, what children-
(Goes to the desk. Leaning on her elbows she gazes at 
the manuscript. A pa~tse.) 
· MEDYEDENKO. So I'm going. Goodbye, Jy.Iasha. 
(Kisses her hand) Goodbye, Mother. (Tries to kiss her 
hand.) I 
PAULINE. (With annoyance) Well, go if you're go-
ing. 
MEDVEDENKO. Goodbye, Constantine Gavrilovitch. 
f .. 
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him his hand~ .. 
TREPLEFF rises 
MASHA. You shouldn't have bothered him. 
PAULINE. I feel sorry for you, Masha. 
MASHA. ·Why should you? 
.PAULINE. My heart aches and aches for you. I see it 
all, I understand everything. . 
MASHA. It's all foolishness! Hopeless love-that's 
only in novels. No matter. Only you mustn't let yourself 
go, and be always waiting for something, waiting for 
fine weather by the sea. If love stirs in your heart, stamp 
it out. Now they've promised to transfer my husband to 
another district. As soon as we get there-I'll forget it 
all-I'll tear it out of my heart by the roots. 
:;.. (Two rooms off is heard a melancholy waltz.) 
PAULINE. Kostya is playing. That means he's ·feelin!L_ 
sad. 
MASHA. (Waltzes silently a few turns) The great 
....- thing, Mama, is to be where I don't see him. If only my 
Semyon could get his transfer, I promise you I'd forget 
in a month. It's all nonsense. 
(Door on Left opens. DaRN and MEDVEDENKO com? in, 
wheeling SoRIN in his chair.) . 
---------· ---- -- --- ---· -- -· ·-·-------------· -- ---i.-- _________ ...:_ _ 
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MEDVEDENKO.' I have six souls at home now. And 
flour at seventy kopeks. 
DoRN. So it just goes round and round. 
MEDVEDENKO. It's easy for you to smile. You've got 
more money than the chickens could pick up. 
DoRN. Money! After practicing medicine thirty years, 
my friend, so driven day and night that I could never 
call my soul my GWI)., I managed to save up at last two 
thousand rubles~ and I've just spent all that on a trip 
abr-oad. I've got nothing at all. 
MASHA~ (To her husband) Aren't you gon~ yet'? 
MEDVEDENKO. (Apologizing) How can I, when they 
won't let me have a horse? · 
MASHA. (.Under her bre.ath angrily) I wish I'.d never 
lay eyes on 'you again. 
(SaRIN's wheel-r:h.air remai'fis Left Center. PAULINE, 
MASHA and DoRN sit do':Wn beside him. MJiDVE-
DENKo stands to one side gloomily.) 
DoRN. Look how many change::> they have made here! 
The drawing-room is tu:rned into a study. 
MASH.A. Constantine Gavrilovitch likes to w.ork in 
here. Re can go into the .garden whenever he hkes and""' 
thiiik 
(A watchman's rattle sounds.) 
SoRIN. INhere's my sister? 
DoRN. She w.ent to the station to ;meet Trigorin.. She'll 
be right back. · :~' 
SoRI;N. If you tho11ght you had to send for my sister, 
that shows I'm very ill. (Reflecting) Now that's odd, 
i~>n't it? I'm very ill, but they won't let me have any 
medicine around here. . . i ~ 
DoRN. AP.d what would you like? Valena.n dfops? 
Soda? Quinine? 
SoRIN. So it's more philosophy, I suppose. Oh, what 
an affliction! (He motions with his head toward the 
sofa) Is that for me? 
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PAULINE. Yes, for you, Peter Nikolayevitch. 
~ SoRIN. Thank you. . 
DoRN. (Singing sotto voce) The moon drifts in the 
sky tonight. 
. SoRIN. Listen, I want to give Kostya a subject for a 
story. It should be called: "The Man Who Wanted To" 
-L'liomme q~ti a vo~tlu. In my youth long ago wanted to 
become an author-and never became one; wanted to. 
speak eloquently-and spoke execrably (mimicking him-
self) and so on and so forth, and all the rest of it, yes 
and no, and in the resume would drag on, drag on, till 
the sweat broke out; wanted to marry-and never mar-
ried; wanted always to live in town-and now am ending 
up my life in the country, and so on. 
DoRN. vVanted to become a State Counsellor-and 
became one. 
SoRIN. (Laughing) For that I never longed. That 
came to me of itself. 
DoRN. Come now, to be picking faults with life at 
sixty-two, you must cqnfess, that's not magnanimous. 
SoRIN. How bullheaded you are ! Can't you take it in? 
I want to live. 
DoRN. That's frivolous, it's the law of nature that 
every life must come to an end. 
SoRIN. You argue like a man who's had his fill. You've 
had your fill and so you're indifferent to living, it's all 
one to you. But at that even you will be afraid to die. . 
DoRN. The fear of death-a brute fear. We must 
overcome it. The fear of death is reasonable only in 
those who believe in an eternal life, and shudder to 
think of the sins they have committed. But you in the 
first place don't believe, in the second place what sins 
have you? For twenty-five years you served as State 
Counsellor-and that's all. 
SoRIN. (Laughing) Twenty-eight. 
TREPLEFF enters and sits on the stool beside 
ASHA never ta es er eyes off his face.) 
ll9 
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DaRN. We are keeping Constantine Gavrilovitch from 
his work. 
TREPLEFF. No, it's nothing. 
'(A pause.) 
MEDVEDENKO. Permit me to ask you, Doctor, what 
town in your travels did you most prefer? 
DaRN. Genoa. 
TREPLEFF, Why Genoa? 
DaRN. Because of the marvelous street crowd. When 
you go out of your hotel in the evening you find the 
whole street surging with people. You let yourself drift 
among the crowd, zig-zagging back and forth , you live 
its life, its soul pours into you, until fina11y you beg-in to 
believe there might really be a world spirit after all, like 
that Nina Zaretchny acted in your play. By the way, 
where is Nina just now? ·where is she and how is she? 
TREPLEFF. Very well, I imagine. 
DaRN. I've been told she was leading rather an odd 
sort of life. How's that? 
TREPLEFF. It's a long story, Doctor. 
DoRN. You can shorten it. 
(A pause.) 
TREPLETJt She ran away from home and joined 
Tngonn. at you knew? 
DaRN. I know. 
TREPLEFF. She had a child. The child died. Trigorin 
got tired of her, and went back to his old ties, as might 
be expected. He'd never broken these old ties anyhow, 
but flitted in that backboneless style of his from one to 
the other. As far as I could say from what I know, Nina's 
private life didn't quite work out. 
DaRN. And on the stage ? 
TREPLEFF I believe even worse. She made her debut 
in Moscow at a summer theatre, and afterward a tour 
in the provinces. At that time I never let her out of my 
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sight, and wherever she was I was. She always attempted 
big parts, but her acting was crude, without any taste, 
her gestures were clumsy. There were moments when 
she did some talented screaming, talented dying, but 
those were only moments. 
DaRN. It means, though, she has talent? 
TREPLEFF. I could never make out. I imagine she has. 
I saw her, but she didn't want to see me, and her maid 
wouldn't let me in her rooms. I understood Vfcw she felt, 
and never insisted on seeing her. (A eaw,1J hat more is there to tell you? Afterward, w en come back 
home here, she wrote me some letters. They were clever, 
tender, interesting ; she didn't complain, but I could see 
she was profoundly unhappy ; there was not a word 
that didn't show her exhausted nerves. And she'd taken 
a strange fancy. She always signed herself the sea gull. 
In "The Mermaid" the miller says that he's a crow; the 
same way in all her letters she kept repeating she was a 
sea gull. Now she's here. 
DaRN. How do you mean, here? 
TREPLEFF. In town, staying at the inn. She's already 
been here five days, living there in rooms. Masha drove 
in, but she never sees anybody. Semyon Semyonovich 
declares that last night after dinner he saw her in the 
fields, a mile and a half from here. 
MEDVEDENKO. Yes, I saw her. (A pause.) Going in 
the opposite direction from here, toward town. I bowed 
to her, asked why she had not been out to see us. She 
said she'd come. 
TREPLEFF. Well, she won't. 0;t Paifje. ) Her father 
and stepmother~n't want to ow er. They've set 
watchmen to kee er off the grounds. (Goes toward the 
desk with DaRN ow easy it is, Doctor, to be a philoso-
pher on paper , dhow hard it is in life! 
SaRIN. She was a beautiful girl. 
DaRN. How's that? 
SaRIN. I say she was a beautiful girl. State Counsellor 
Sorin was downright in love with her himself once for 
a while. 
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DoRN. You old Lovelace! 
{They hear SHAMREYEFF's laugh) 
PAULINE. I imagine they're back from the station. 
TREPLEFF. Yes, I hear Mother. 
{Enter MADAME ARCADINA and TRIGORIN, SHAMREY-
EFF following.) 
SHAMREYEFF. We all get old and fade with the ele-
ments, esteemed lady, but you, most honored lady, are 
still young-white dress, vivacity-grace. 
ARcADINA. You still want to bring me bad luck, you 
tiresome creature ! 
TRIGORIN. {To SoRIN) Howdy do, Peter Nikolaye-
vitch. How is it you are still indisposed? That's not so 
good. (Pleased at seeing MASHA) Masha Ilyinishna! 
MASHA. You know me? {Grasps his hand.) 
TRIGORIN. Married? 
MAsHA. Long ago. 
TRIGORIN. Are you happy? (Bows to DoRN and 
MEDVEDENKO, then hesitatingly goes to. TREPLEFF) 
Irina Nikolayevna tells me you have forgotten the past 
and given up being angry. 
(TREPLEFF holds out his hand.) 
ARcADINA. {To her son) Look, Boris Alexeyevitch 
has brought you the magazine with your last story. 1' 
TREPLEFF. (Taking the magazine. To TRrGORiN) 
1 hank you. 2 ou're very kind. 
{They sit down.) · ~ 
TRIGORIN. Your admirers send their respects ~o you. 
In Petersburg and in ·Moscow, everywhere, there's, a 
great deal of interest in your work, and they all ask me 
about you. They ask: what is he like, what age is he, .is 
\'l5 
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he dark or fair? For some reason they all think you are 
~ no longer young. And nobody knows your real name, 
since you always publish under a pseudonym. You're a 
mystery, like the Man in the Iron Mask. 
TREPLEFF. Will you be with us long? 
:; TRIGORIN. No, tomorrow I think I'll go to Moscow. I 
must. I'm in a hurry to finish a story, and besides I've 
proJ:I!ised to write something for an annual. In a word 
it's the same old thing. 
(MADA::tv.rE ARcADINA and PAULINE have set up a card 
table. SHAMREYEFF lights candles, arranges chairs, 
gets bo:c of lotto from a cupboard.) 
TRIGORIN. The weather's given me a poor welcome. 
The wind is ferocious. Tomorrow morning if it dies 
down I'm going out to the lake to fish. And I want to 
look around the garden and the place where-do you 
remember ?-your play was done. The idea for a story is 
all worked out in my mind, I want only to refresh my 
memory of the place where it's laid. ' 
MASHA. Papa, let my husband have a horse! He must 
get home. 
SHAMREYEFF. (Mimics) A horse-home. (Sternly) 
. See for yourself: they are just back from the station. 
They'll not go out again. 
MASHA. They're not t.~e only horses- (Seeing that 
he says nothing, she makes an impatient gesture) No-
body can do anything with you-
MEDVEDENKO. I can walk, Masha. Truly-
PAULINE. (Sighs) ·walk, in such weather! (Sits down 
at card table) Sit down, friends. 
MEDVEDENKO. It's only four miles. - Goodbye. 
(Kisses wife's hand) Goodbye, Mama. (His mother-in-
law puts mtt her hand reluctantly) I should not have 
troubled anybody, but the little baby- (Bowing to 
thm1-) Goodbye. (He goes mtt as if apologizing.) 
SHAMREYEFF. He'll make it. He's not a general. 
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PAULINE. (Taps on table) Sit down, friE'.nds. Let's 
not lose time, they'll be calling us to supper soon. 
( SHAMREYEFF, MASHA and DaRN sit at tJ:w card table.) 
ARCADINA. {To TRIGORIN) ·when these long autumn 
evenings draw on we pass the time out here with lotto. 
And look: the old lotto set we had when my mother 
used to play with us children. Don't you want to take a 
hand with us till supper time? (She and TRIGORIN sit 
down at the table) It's a tiresome game, but it does well 
enough when you're used to it. (She deals th?-ee cards 
to each one.) 
TREPLEFF. (Turns magazine pages) He's read his 
own story, but mine he hasn't even cut. (He lays the 
magazine on the desk; on his way out, as he passes his 
mother, he kisses her on the head.)' 
ARcADINA. But you, Rostya? · 
TRE~ So!:l"Y, I don't care to. I'm going for a 
walk roes out. . 
RCADINA. a e-ten ope S. 
Doctor. 
DaRN. Command me. 
MASHA. Has everybody bet? I'll begin. Twenty-two. 
ARcADINA. I have it. 
MASHA. Three. 
DaRN. Here you are. 
MASHA. Did you put down three? Eight ! Eighty-one ! 
Ten! 
SHAMREYEFF. Not so fast. 
ARCADINA. What a reception they gave me at Khar-
koff! Can you believe it, my head's spinning yet. . 
MASHA. Thirty-four. 
'(A sad waltz is heard.) 
ARCADINA. The students gave me an ovation, three 
baskets of flowers, two wreaths and look- (She takes 
off a brooch and puts it on the table.) 
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(TREPLEFF enters without saJinq anything, sits at his 
. desk. . 
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Alexeyevitch, yve've still 
(TREPLEFF shuts window.) 
MASHA. Ninety-eight. 
TRIGORIN. I've made a game. 
ARCADINA. (Gaily) Bravo! Bravo! 
SHAMREYEFF. Bravo! 
ARCADINA. This man's lucky in everything, always. 
(Rises) And now let's go have a bite of something. Our 
celebrated author didn't have any dinner today. After 
supper we'll go on. Kostya, leave your manuscript, come 
have something to eat. 
TREPLEjFF. I don't want to, Mother, I've had enough. 
ARCADINA. As you please. (Wakes SaRIN) P etrusha, 
supper! (Takes SHAMREYEFF's arm) I'll tell you how 
they received me in Kharkoff. 
(PAULINE blows out candles on table. She and DaRN 
wheel SaRIN's chair out of the room. All but TREP-
LEFF go out. t read to write. Runs his e e 
over what's alread written. 
TREPLEFF. I've talked so much about new forms, but 
now I feel that little by little I am slipping into mere 
routine myself. (Reads) 'The placards on the wall pro-
claimed"-"pale face in a frame of dark hair"-frame 
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-that's flat. (Scratches out what he's written J.r,ll begin 
again where the hero is awakened by the rain,& d throw 
out all the rest. This descfrni tion of a moonlight night is 
too long and too precious rigorin has worked out his 
own method, it's easy for im. With him a broken bottle-
neck lying on the dam glitters in the moonlight and the 
mill wheel casts a b~a shadow-and there before you 
is the moonlit n ight · ut with me it's the shimmering 
light, and the silent inkling of the stars, and the far-
off sound of a piano dying away in he still, sweet-
scented air. It's painful. es, I'm coming 
more and more to the cone uswn a t's a matter not of 
old forms and not of new forms, but that a man writes, 
not thinking at all of what form to choo , writes be-
cause it comes pouring out from his soul. '(A tap at the 
window nearest the desk.) What's that? L ks ut I 
don't see anything. 0 ens he door and eers Jnta the 
garden) Someone ran own t e steps. a s o s 
there? The sound o his s e s a o the 
veranda. moment ater returns unt INA 
ma . e ays er ea mt JS reast, WI 
sobbing.) 
TREPLEFF. (Moved) Nina! Nina! It's you-you. I 
had a presentment, all day my soul was tormented. 
her ha and ca e Oh, my sweet, my darling, 
she has come ! Lets not cr , let's not. 
NINA. There's someone here. 
TREPLEFF. No one. 
NINA. Lock the doors. Someone might come in. 
TREPLEFF Nobody's coming in. 
NINA. I know Irina Nikolayevna is here. Lock the 
doors. 
TREPLEFF. (Locks door on Right. Goes to door on 
Lett) This one doesn't lock. I'll put a chair against it. 
(Puts chair against door) Don't be afraid, nobody's 
coming in. 
NINA. (As if studying his face) Let me look at you. 
(Glancing around her) It's warm, cozy- This used to 
be the drawing-room. Am I very much changed? 
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...,..,...;:;~::,<~~~w....;Y;_;e~s-you are thinner and your eyes are 
ma, how strange it is I'm seeing you. Why 
woul 't you let me come to see you? Why didn't you 
come sooner? I know you've been here now for nearly 
a week. I have been every day there where you were, I 
stood under your window like a beggar. 
NINA. I was afraid you might hate me. I dream every 
night that you look at me and don't recognize me. If you 
only knew! Ever since I came I've been here walking 
about-by the lake. I've been near your house often, and 
couldn't make up my mind to come in. Let's sit down. 
(They sit.) Let's sit down and let's talk, talk. It's pleasant 
here, warm, cozy- You hear-the wind? There's a 
place in Turgenev: "Happy is he who on such a night is 
under his own roof, who has a warm corner." I-a sea 
gull-no, that's not it. (Rubs her forehead) What was 
I saying? Yes-Turgenev. "And may the Lord help all 
homeless wanderers." It's nothing. (Sobs.) 
TREPL~F. Nina, again-Nina! 
NINA.lfs nothing. It will make me feel better. I've 
not cried for two years. Last night I came to the garden 
to see whether our theatre was still there, and it's there 
still. I cried for the first time in two years, and my heart 
grew lighter and my soul was clearer. Look, I'm not 
crying now. (Takes his hand) You are an author, I-
an actress. We have both been drawn into the whirlpool. 
I used to be as happy as a child. I used to wake up in the 
morning singing. I loved you and dreamed of being 
famous, and now? Tomorrow early I must go to Yelets 
in the third class-with peasants, and at Y elets the 
cultured merchants will plague me with attentions. Life's 
brutal! 
TREPLE h Y elets? 
INA. I' tak~n an engagement there for the winter. 
It's time I w gomg. 
TREPLEFF ina, I cursed you and hated you. I tore 
y r e ers, tore up your photograph, and yet I 
knew every minute that my heart was bound to yours 
forever. It's not in my power to stop loving you, Nina. 
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Ever since I lost you and began to get my work pub-
lished, my life has been unbearable-! am miserable-
All of a sudden my youth was snatched from me, and 
now I eel as if I'd been living in the world for ninety 
years call out to you, I kiss the ground you walk on, I 
see our face wherever I look, the tender smile that 
shone on me those best years of my life. 
NINA. (In despair) Why does he talk like that? Why 
does he talk like that? 
TREPLEFF. I'm alone, not warmed by anybody's affec-
tion. I'm all chilled-it's cold like living in a cave. nd 
no matter what I write it's dry, gloomy and harsh Stay 
here, Nina, if you only would! and if you won' then 
take me with you. 
(NINA quickly puts on her hat and cape.) 
TREPLEFF Nina, why? For God's sake, Nina. (He is 
oo mg at ~ r as she p~tts her things on. A pause.) 
NINA. M horses are just out there. Don't see me off. 
1'1\ manage by myself. (Sobbing) Give me some water. 
(He gives her a glass of water.) 
TREPLEFF. Where are you going now? 
NINA. To town. (A pause) Is Irina Nikolayevna 
here ? 
TREPLEFF Yes, Thursday my uncle was not well, we 
te el{rap e er to come. 
NINA. Why do you say you kiss the ground I walk 
on? I ought to be killed. (Bends over desk) I'm so tired. 
If I could rest-rest . I'm a sea gull. No, that's not it. 
I'm an actress. Well, no matter- (Hears ARCADINA 
and TRIGORIN laughing in the dining-room. She listens, 
runs to door on the Left and peeps through the key-
hole) And he's here too. (Goes to TREPLEFF) Well, no 
matter. He didn't believe in the theatre, all my dreams 
he'd laugh at, and little by little I quit believing in it my-
self, and lost heart. And there was the strain of love, 
139 

6o THE SEA GULL ACT IV 
jealousy, constant anxiety about my little baby. I got to 
be small and trashy, and played without thinking. I 
didn't know what to do with my hands, couldn't stand 
properly on the stage, couldn't control my voice. You 
can't imagine the feeling when you are acting and know 
it's dull. I'm a sea gull. No, that's not it. Do you re-
member, you shot a sea gull? A man comes by chance, 
sees it, and out of nothing else to do, destroys it. That's 
not it- (Puts her hand to her forehead) What was I-? 
I was talking about the stage. Now I'm not like that. I'm 
a real actress, I act with delight, with rapture, I'm 
drunk when I'm on the stage, and feel that I am beauti-
ful. And now, ever since I've been here, I've kept walk-
ing about, kept walking and thinking, thinking and be-
lieving my soul grows stronger every day. Now I know, 
I understand, Kostya, that in our work-acting or writ-
ing-what matters is not fame, not glory, not what I 
used to dream about, it's how to endure, to bear my 
cross, and have faith. I have faith and it all doesn't hurt 
me so much, and when I think of my calling I'm not 
afraid of life. 
TREPLEFF. (Sadly ou've found your way, you know 
where you are go· g, but I still move in a chaos f 
images and dreams, not knowing why or who it's for I 
have no faith, and I don't know where my calling lies. 
NINA. (Listening) Ssh-I'm going. Goodbye. When 
I'm a great actress, come and look at me. You promise? 
· But now- (Takes his hand) It's late. I can hardly 
stand on my eet, I feel faint. I'd like something to eat. 
TREPLEF tay, I'll bring you some supper here. 
NINA. , no-! can manage by myself. The horses 
are just out there. So, she brought him along with her? 
But that's all one. When you see Trigorin-don't ever 
tell him anything. I love him. I love him even more than 
before. "An idea for a short story" I love, I love pas-
sionately, I love to desperation. How nice it used to be, 
Kostya ! You remember? How gay and warm and pure 
our life was; what things we felt, tender, delicate like 
flowers. Do you remember? "Men and beasts, lions, 
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eagles and partridges, antlered deer, mute fishes dwell-
ing in the water, star-fish and small creatures invisible 
to the eye--these and all 1i fe have run their sad course 
and are no more. Thousands of creatures have come and 
gone since there was li fe on the earth. Vainly now the 
· pallid moon doth light her lamp. In the meadows the 
cranes wake and cry no longer ; and the beetles' hum is 
silent in the linden groves." (Impulsively embraces 
TREPLEFF, and rzms mtt by the terrace door.) 
(A pa~tse.) 
(Enter MADAME ARCADINA and PAULINE, behind them 
Y AKOV with a tray and bottles; MASHA, then 
SHAMREYEFF and TRIGORIN.) 
ARCADINA. Put the claret and the beer for Boris 
Alexandreyevitch here on the table. W e' ll play and 
drink. L et's sit down, friends. 
PAULINE. (To YAKov) Bring the tea now, too. 
(Liqhts the candles and sits down.) 
SHAMREYEFF. (Leading TRIGORIN to the cupboard) 
H ere's the thing I was telling you about just now. By 
your order. 
TRIGORIN. (Looking at the sea gull) I don't remem-
ber. (Reflecting) I don' t remember. 
(Sound of a shot offstage Right. EvERYBODY jumps.) 
ARcADINA. ( Alarmed) What's that? 
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DoRN. Nothing. It must be-in my medicine case-
something blew up. Don't you worry. (He goes out 
Right, in a moment ret~trns) So it was. A bottle of 
ether blew up. (Sings) Again I stand before thee. 
ARcADINA. (Sitting down at the table) Phew, I was 
· frightened! It reminded me of how- (btts her hands 
over her face) Everything's blaCk before my eyes. 
DoRN. (Turning thrmtgh the magazine, to TRIGORIN) 
About two months ago in this magazine there was an 
article-a letter from America-and I wanted to ask you 
among other things- (Puts his arm around TRIGORIN's 
waist and leads him toward the front of the stage) since 
I'm very much interested in this question. (Dropping his 
voice) Get Irina Nikolayevna somewhere away from 
here. The fact · is Constantine Gavrilovitch has shot 
himself. 
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